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The PERSONS. 


M E N. 


PerRIGOT, a Shepherd in love with Amoret. 
THrexnorT, a Shepherd in love with Clorir. 
DarPHX1s, a modelt Shepherd, 


ALEx1s, a wanton Shepherd. 
God of a river, 


Sar R. 
PRIEST, 
OLD Shepherd. 0 
A ſullen diſcontented Shepherd. $ 


„ , 
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Amoxer, the faithful Shepherdeſs, in love with 7 
P erigot. | 

CLoRIN, a holy Shepherdeſs. 

AMARILL1S, a Shepherdeſs in love with Perigot. 

CLoe, a wanton Shepherdeſs. 


Scene, THESSALY. 


Es 
14 
1 
bs 
* 9 
Wl 
1 
5 
F 
*% 
* 
N 
1 


Fe 
- 


ES] 


THE 
Faithful SHE PH E RD ES s*. 


ACT HE U 


Enter CLORIN a Shepherdeſs, having buried her 
Love in an Arbour, 


CLORIN. 


AIL, holy earth, whoſe cold arms do imbrace 
The trueſt man that ever fed his flocks 

By the fat plains of fruitful Theſaly, 

: Thus I ſalute thy grave, thus do I pay 

My early vows and tribute of mine eyes 

To thy ſtill loved aſhes; thus I free 


* The Faithful Shepherdeſs is, of all the poems in our 
language, one of the greateſt honours and the greateſt ſcan- 
dals of our nation. It ſhews to what a height in every ſpe- 
cics of poetry the Britifh genius has ſoar'd; it proves how 
dull the vulgar eye is to purſue its flight. How muſt each 
Briton of taſte rejoice to find all the paſtoral beauties of Ttaly 
and Arcadia tranſplanted by Fletcher, and flourithing in our 
own climate? How mult he grieve to think that they were 
at firſt blaſted, and ſince ſuſfer'd to wither in oblivion by 
his Gothic countrymen ? The Faithful Shepherdeſs was damn- 
ed at its firſt appearance, and not even a potent monarch's 
patronage in the next age, nor a much greater monarch's in 
Poetry than king Charles I. in power, Milton's great admira- 
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4 THE FAITHFUL SHEPHERDESS. 


My ſelf from all enſuing heats and fires 

Of love : All ſports, delights and jolly games 
That ſhepherds hold full dear, thus put I off. 
Now no more ſhall theſe ſmooth brows be begirt 
With youthful coronals, and lead the dance; 

No more the company of freſtr fair maids 

And wanton ſhepherds be to me delightful, 

Nor the ſhrill pleaſing ſound of merry pipes 
Under ſome ſhady dell, when the cool wind 
Plays on the leaves : All be far away, 

Since thou art far away; by whoſe dear fide 
How often have I fat crown'd with fat flow'rs 
For ſummer's queen, whilſt ev'ry ſhepherd's boy 
Puts on his luſty green, with gaudy hook, 

And hanging ſcrip of fineſt cordevan. 

But thou art gone, and theſe are gone with thee, 
And all are dead but thy dear memory ; 

That ſhall out-live thee, and ſhall ever ſpring 
While there are pipes, or jolly ſhepherds ſing. 
And here will I, in honour of thy love, 

Dwell by thy grave, forgetting all theſe joys, 
That former times made precious to mine eyes, 
Only remembering what my youth did gain 

In the dark, hidden virtuous uſe of herbs : 

That will I practiſe, and as freely give 

All my endeavours, as I gain'd them free. 

Of all green wounds I know the remedies 

In men or cattle, be they ſtung with ſnakes, 

Or charm'd with pow'rful words of wicked art, 
Or be theylove-fick, or through too much heat 
Grown wild or lunatic, their eyes or ears 
Thickned with miſty film of dulling rheum ; 
Theſe I can cure, fuch ſecret virtues he 

In herbs, apphed by a virgin's hand. 

My meat ſhall be what theſe wild woods afford, 
Berries, and cheſnuts, plantanes, on whoſe cheeks 


tion and cloſe imitation of it in Camus, could recommend 


it to the public. The noble copy, *till within theſe few 
years, was as little known as its original; but ſince it is now 
become the faſhion to admire the former, ſome deference 
will ſurely be paid to Milton's judgment. 


e 


* 2 N M 2 0 * — 
OE IT ago 00 
3 &: 2 r F 
E R 
8 e . . Feet? 


e ts Sy 


4 
« 2 A 1 2 *＋4 8 . 
VV 
e 


THE FAITHFUL SHEPHERDESS. 
The ſun fits ſmiling, and the lofty fruit 


pull'd from the fair head of the ſtraight-grown pine; 


On theſe I'll feed with free content, and reſt, 
When night ſhall blind the world, by thy ide bleſt. 


Enter a SATYR, 


Sat. Thorough yon ſame bending plain 
That flings his arms down to the main, 
And through theſe thick woods have I run, 
Whoſe bottom never kiſt the ſun 
Since the luſty ſpring began, 

All to pleaſe my maſter Pan, 
Have I trotted without reſt 
To get him fruit; for at a feaſt 

He entertains, this coming night, 
His paramour, the Syrinx bright : 
But behold a fairer fight! He ſtands amaz'd. 
By that heav'nly form of thine, 
Brighteſt fair thou art divine, 
Sprung from great immortal race 
Of the gods: For in thy face 
Shines more awful majeſty, 
Than dull weak mortality, 
Dare with miſty eyes behold, 
And live : Therefor on this mould, 
SB do I bend my knee, 

In worſhip of thy deity ; 
Deign it, goddeis, from my hand, 
To receive whate er this land 
From her fertile womb doth ſend 
Of her choice fruits; and hut lend 
Belief to that the Satyr teils, 
Fairer by the famous wells, 
To this preſent day ne'er grew, 
Never better nor more true. 
Here be grapes whoſe luſty blood 
Is the learned poets good, 
Sweeter yet did never crown 
The head of Bacchus; Nuts more brown 
Than the ſquirril whoſe teeth crack em; 
Deign, O faireſt fair, to take 'em. 
For theſe black-ey*'d Driope 
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6 THE FAITHFUL SHEPHERDESS. 


Hath oftentimes commanded me, 

With my claſped knee to climb; 

See how well the luſty time 

Hath deckt their riſing cheeks in red, 

Such as on your lips is ſpread ; 

Here be berries for a queen, Þ 

Some be red, and ſome be green, 8 

Theſe are of that luſcious meat, 38 

The great god Pan himſelf doth eat : 

All theſe and what the woods can yield, 

The hanging mountain or the field, 

I freely offer, and e'er long 

Will bring you more, more ſweet and ſtrong, 

Till when humbly leave I take, 

Leſt the great Pan do awake, 

That ſleeping lies in a deep glade, 

Under a broad beech's ſhade ; 

I muſt go, and I muſt run , 

Swifter than the fiery ſun. | [Exit WW 
Cl, And all my fears go with thee. E 

What greatneſs or what private hidden pow'r 

Is there in me, to draw ſubmiſſion 

From this rude man and beaſt ? Sure I am mortal: 

The daughter of a ſhepherd, he was mortal: 

And ſhe that bore me mortal : prick my hand 

And it will bleed ; a fever ſhakes me, and 

The ſelf ſame wind that makes the young lambs ſhrink, 

Makes me a-cold : my fear ſays I am mortal : 5 

Yet I have heard, my mother told it me, AY 

And now I do believe it, if I keep 9 

My virgin flow'r uncropt, pure, chaſte, and fair, 

No goblin, wood-god, fairy, elfe, or fiend, 51 

Satyr, or other pow'r that haunts the groves, | 4 

Shall hurt my body, or by vaia illuſion VE 

Draw me to wander after idle fires ; 1 

Or voices calling me in dead of night, . 

To make me follow, and to tole me on Bs 

Through mire and ſtanding pools, to find me ruin : a 

Elſe why ſhould this rough thing, who never knew 7 

Manners, nor ſmooth humanity, whoſe heats 

Are rougher than himſelf, and more miſhapen, 

Thus mildly kneel to me? Sure there's a pow'r 
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THE FAITHFUL SHEPHERDESS. 7 


In that great name of virgin, that binds faſt 

All rude uncivil bloods, all appetites 

That break their confines : then, ſtrong chaſtity, 
Be thou my ſtrongeſt guard, for here PII dwell 
In oppoſition againſt fate and hell. 


Enter an Old Shepherd, with four couple of Shepherds and 
Shepherdeſſes. 


Old Shep. Now we have done this holy feſtival 
In honour of our great God, and his rites 
Perform'd, prepare yourſelves for chaſte 
And uncorrupted fires : that as the prieſt, | 
With pow'rful hand ſhall ſprinkle on your brows 
His pure and holy water, ye may be 
From all hot flames of luſt, and looſe thoughts free. 
Eneel, ſhepherds, kneel, here comes the prieſt of Pan. 


*. e FP 2 * 0 
91 8 ; 


Enter PRIEST. 
19 Prieſt. Shepherds, thus I purge away, 
> Whatſoever this great day, 

Or the paſt hours gave not good, 
To corrupt your maiden blood : 
From the high rebellious heat 
Of the grape, and ſtrength of meat; 
From the wanton quick deſires, 
They do kindle by their fires, 
55 I do waſh you with this water; 
he you pure and fair hereafter. 
From your livers and your veins, 
Thus I take away the ſtains. 
All your thoughts be ſmooth and fair, 
Be ye freſh and free as air. 
Never more let luſtful heat 
Through your purged conduits heat, 
Or a plighted troth be broken, 
Or a wanton verſe be ſpoken 
In a ſhepherdeſs's ear ; 


Go your ways, ye all are clear. 
[They riſe and ſing in praiſe of Pan. 
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8 THE FAITHFUL SHEPHERDESS. 


The 3 


Sing bis praiſes tbat doth keep 
Our flocks from harm, 
Pan the father of our ſveep, 
And arm in arm 
Tread me ſoftly in a round, 
While the bollow neight'ring ground 
Fills the muſick with her ſound. 


Pan, O great God "_ to thee 
Thus do we ſing 

Thou that keep 7 7 ws chaſte and free, 
As the young ſpring, 

Ever be thy bonour ſpoke, 

From that place the morn is broke, 

To that place day doth unyoke. 


[ Exeunt omnes but Perigot and Amoret. 


Peri. Stay, gentle Amoret, thou fair-brow'd maid, 
Thy ſhepherd prays thee ſtay, that holds thee dear, 
Equal with his ſoul's good. 

Amo. Speak; I give 
Thee freedom, ſhepherd, and thy tongue be ſtill, 
The ſame it ever was; as free from ill, 

As he whoſe converſation never knew 


The court or city: be thou ever true. 


Peri. When I fall off from my affection, 
Or mingle my clean thoughts with foul deſires, 
Firſt let our great God ceaſe to keep my flocks, 
That being left alone without a guard, L 
The wolf, or winter's rage, ſummer's great heat, 
And want of water, rots, or what to us 
Of ill is yet unknown, fall ſpeedily, 
And in their general ruin let me go. 

Amo. I pray thee, gentle ſhepherd, wiſh not i, 
I do believe thee : *tis as hard for me 
To think thee falſe, and harder, than for thee 
To hold me foul. Peri. O thou fairer far 
Than the chaſte bluſhing morn, or that fair ſtar, 
That guides the wandring ſeamen through the deep, 
Straighter than ſtraighteſt pine upon the _ 
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THE FAITHFUL .SHEPHERDESS _ 9 


Head of an aged mountain, and more white 
Than the new milk we ſtrip before day-light 
From the full fraighted bags of our fair flocks : 
Your hair more beauteous than thoſe hanging locks 
Of young Apollo. 
Amo. Shepherd, be not loſt, 
You're ſail'd too far already from the coaſt 
Of your diſcourſe, 
Peri. Did you not tell me once 
I ſhou'd not love alone, I ſhou'd not loſe 
Thoſe many paſſions, vows, and holy oaths, 
I've ſent to heav'n ? Did you not give your hand, 
Even that fair hand in hoſtage ? Do not then 
Give back again thoſe ſweets to other men, 
You yourſelf vow'd were mine. 
Amo. Shepherd, ſo far as maidens modeſty 
May give aſſurance, I am once more thine, 
Once more I give my hand; be ever free 
From that great foe to faith, foul jealouſie. 
Peri. I take it as my beſt good, and deſire 
For ſtronger confirmation of our love, 
To meet this happy night in that fair grove, 
Where all true ſhepherds have rewarded been 
For their long ſervice : ſay, Sweet, ſhall it hold ? 
Amo. Dear friend, you muſt not blame me, if I make 
A doubt of what the ſilent night may do, 
Coupled with this day's heat to move your blood ; 
Maids muſt be fearful ; ſure you have not been 
Waſh'd white enough ; for yet I ſee a ſtain 
Stick 1n your liver, go and purge again. 
Peri. O do not wrong my honeſt fimple truth, 
My ſelf and my affections are as pure 
As thoſe chaſte flames that burn before the ſhrin 
Of the great Dian : only my intent | 
To draw you thither, was to plight our troths, 
With interchange of mutual chaſte embraces, 
And ceremonious tying of our ſouls : 
For to that holy wood is conſecrate 
A virtuous well, about whoſe flowry banks 
The nimble-footed fairies dance their rounds, 
By the pale moon-ſhine, dipping oſtentimes 
Vor. II. B 


10 THE FAITHFUL SHEPHERDESS. 

Their ſtolen children, fo to make them free 

From dying fleſh, and dull mortality; | 

By this fair fount hath many a ſhepherd ſworn, 

And givn away his freedom, many a troth 

Been plight, which neither envy, nor old time 

Cou'd ever break, with many a chaſte kiſs giv'n, 

In hope of coming happineſs ; | 

By this freſh fountain many a bluſhing maid 

Hath crown'd the head of her long loved ſhepherd 

With gaudy flowers, whilſt he happy fang 

Lays of his love, and dear captivity; 

There grow all herbs fit to cool looſer flames 

Our ſenſual parts provoke, chiding our bloods, 

And quenching by their pow'r thoſe hidden fparks 

That elſe would break out, and provoke our ſenſe 

To open fires, ſo virtuous is that place. 

Then, gentle ſhepherdefs, believe and grant, 

In troth it fits not with that face to ſcant 

Your faithful ſhepherd of thoſe chaſte defires 

He ever aim'd at, and | 
Amo. Thou haſt prevaiPd, farewel ; this coming night 

Shall crown thy chiſte hopes with long wifh'd 'dehight. 
Peri. Our great God Pan reward thee for that good 

Thov'ſt giv'n thy poor ſhepherd : faireſt bud 

Of maiden virtues, when I leave to be 

The true admirer of thy chaſtity, 

Let me deferve the hot polluted name 

Of the wild 'woodman, or affect ſome dame 

Whoſe often proſtitution hath begot 

More foul diſeaſes, than eber yet the hot 

Sun bred thorough his burnings, while the Dog 

Purſues the raging Lyon, throwing fog | 

And deadly vapour from his angry breath, 

Filling the lower world with plague and death. 

; | | [Exit Amoret. 


Enter AMARILLIS. 


Ama. Shepherd, may I deſire to be believ'd, 
What I ſhall bluſhing tell ? | 


Peri. Fair maid, you mh | 

Ama, Then ſoftly thus, I Iiove thee, Perigot, 
And wou' d be glader to be lov'd again, 
Than the cold earth is in his frozen arms 


THE FAITHFUL SHEPHERDESS, 


To clip the wanton ſpring : Nay do not ſtart, 
Nor wonder that I woo thee ! thou that art 


** The prime of our young grooms, even the top 


Of all our luſty ſhepherds ; what dull eye, 


That never was acquainted with deſire, 
= Hath ſeen thee wraſtle, run, or caſt the ſtone, 


With nimble ſtreagth and fire, and ſpeedily 
Sent ſecret heat to all the neighbouring veins ? 
Who ever heard thee ſing, that brought again 
2 That freedom back was lent unto thy voice? 
Then do not blame me, ſhepherd, af I be 
One to be numbred in this company, 


Since none that ever ſaw thee yet were free. 


Peri. Fair ſhepherdefs, much pity I can lend 
- To your complaints; but ſure I ſhall not love, 
All that is mine, myſelf and my beſt hopes, 
Are giv'n already: Do not love him then 
That cannot love again; On other men 
 Beſtow thoſe heats more free, that may return 
You fire for fire, and in one flame burn. 

Ama. Shall I rewarded be ſo ſlenderly 
For my affectiun, moſt unkind of men? 
If I were old, or had agreed with art 
To give another nature to my cheeks, 
Or were I common miſtreſs to the love 
Of every ſwain, or cou'd I with ſuch caſe 
Call back my love, as many a wanton doth, 
Thou might'ſt refuſe me, ſhepherd ; hut to thee 
I'm only ſixt and ſet ; let it not be 
A ſport, thou gentle ſhepherd, to abuſe 
The love of filly maid. | 

Peri. Fair ſoul, ye uſe _ | 
Theſe words to little end: For know, I may 
Better call back that time was yeſterday, | 
Or ſtay the coming night, than bring my love 
Home to myſelf again, or recreant prove. | 
I will no longer hold you with delays; 
This preſent night I have appointed been 
To meet that chaſte fair that enjoys my ſoul, 
In yonder grove, there to make up our loves. 
Be not deceiv'd no longer, chuſe again, | 
The neighbouring plains have many a comely ſwain, 
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12 THE FAITHFUL SHEPHERDESS. 
Freſher and freer far than I c'er was, 

Beſtow that love on them, and let me paſs. 
Farewel, be happy in a better choice. 


Ama. Cruel, thou'ſt ſtruck me deader with thy voice, 


Than if the angry heav'ns with their quick flames 
Had ſhot me through : I muſt not leave to love, 

I cannot, no, I muſt enjoy thee, boy, 

Though the great dangers *twixt my hopes and that 
Be infinite : there is a ſhepherd dwells ; 

Down by the moor, whoſe life hath ever ſhown 
More ſullen diſcontent than Saturn's brow, 

When he ſits frowning on the births of men: 

One that doth wear himſelf away in loneneſs, 
And never joys, unleſs it be in breaking 

The holy plighted troths of mutual ſouls ; 

One that luſts after every ſev'ral beauty, 

But never yet was known to love or like, 

Were the face fairer or more full of truth, 

Than Phœbe in her fulneſs, or the youth 

Of ſmooth Lyeus ; whoſe nigh ſtarved flocks 

Are always ſcabby, and infect all ſheep 

They feed withal ; whoſe lambs are ever laſt, 
And die before their weaning, and whoſe dog 
Looks like his maſter, lean, and full of ſcruf, 
Not caring for the pipe or whiſtle : this man may, 
If he be well wrought, do a deed of wonder, 
Forcing me paſſage to my long deſires : 

And here he comes, as fitly to my purpoſe 

As my quick thoughts cou'd wiſh for. 


Enter SHEPHERD. | 


Shep. Freſh beauty, let me not be thought uncivil, 


Thus to be partner of your loneneſs : *twas 
My love; that ever working paſſion, drew 

Me to this place, to ſeck ſome remedy _ 

For my ſick ſoul : be not unkind and fair, 

For ſuch the mighty Cupid in his doom 

Hath ſworn to be aveng'd on ; then give room - 
To my conſuming fires, that ſo I ma 

Enjoy my long deſires, and ſo allay 
Thoſe flames, that elſe would burn my life away. 
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THE FAITHFULSHEPHERDESS. 2857 
Ama. Shepherd, were I but ſure thy heart were ſound 


As thy words ſeem to be, means might be found 


I To cure thee of thy long pains : For to me 


That ny youth-conſuming miſery 


The love-ſick ſoul endures, never was pleaſing ; 


I could be well content with the quick caſing 
Of thee and thy hot fires, might it procure 
Thy faith and farther ſervice to be ſure. | 

Shep. Name but that great work, danger, or what can 
Be compaſt by the wit or art of man, 
And, if I fail in my performance, may 
I never more kneel to the riſing day. 

Ama. Then thus I try thee, ſhepherd ; this ſame night, 

That now comes ſtealing on, a gentle pair 
Have promis'd equal love, and do appoint 
To make yon wood the place where hands and hearts 
Are to be ty'd for ever: Break their meeting | 
And their ſtrong faith, and I am ever thine. 

Shep. Tell me their names, and if I do not move, 
By my great pow'r, the center of their love 
From his fixt being, let me never more 
Warm me by thoſe fair eyes. I thus adore. 

Ama. Come, as we go, ÞF ll tell thee what they are, 
And give thee fit directions for thy work. LExeunt. 


Enter CLOE. 


Cloe. How have I wrong'd the times, or men, that thus, 
After this holy feaſt, I paſs unknown . r 
And unſaluted ? *twas not wont to be 
Thus frozen with the younger company 
Of jolly ſhepherds : *T was not then held good, 
For luſty grooms to mix their quicker blood 
With that dull humour moſt unfit to be 
The friend of man, cold and dull chaſtity. 
Sure I am held not fair, or am too old, 
Or elſe not free enough, or from my fold 
Drive not a flock ſufficient great to gain 
The greedy eyes of wealth-alluring ſwain : 
Yet if I may believe what others ſay, - 
My face has foil enough, nor can 2 lay 
3 too ſtrict a coyneſs to my charge; 
My flocks are many, and the downs as large 
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— gan; then let it ever be X 
eir co „nat my virgin modeſty 9 
Makes me complain. | I 

| Enter TatxoT., 1 
Te. Was ever man but I. | F 
Thus truly taken with uncertainty ? 7 
Where ſhall that man be found that loves a mind 8 
Made up in conſtancy, and dares not find bs 
His love rewarded ? Here, let all men know, 72 7 
A wretch that lives to love his miſtreſs ſo. „ 


Cloe. Shepherd, I pray thee ſtay; where haſt thou been, 

Or whither go'ſt thou ? Here be woods as green 

As any, air likewiſe as freſh and ſweet, 

As where ſmooth Zephirus plays on the fleet 

Face of the curled ſtreams, with flow'rs as many 

As the youny ſpring gives, and as choice as any ; 

Here be all new delights, cool ſtreams and wells, 
Arbours o'er-grown with wood-binds ; caves, and dells ; 
Chuſe where thou wilt, whilſt I fit by and ſing, 

Or gather ruſhes, to make many a ring 

For thy long fingers; tell thee tales of love, 

How the pale Phebe, hunting in a grove, 

Firſt ſaw the boy Endimion, from whoſe eyes 

She took eternal fire that never dies ; 

How ſhe convey'd him ſoftly in a fleep, | 

His temples bound with poppy, to the ſteep 

Head of old Latmus, where ſhe ſtoops each night, 

Gilding the mountain with her brother's light, 

To kiſs her ſweeteſt. The, Far from me are theſe 

Hot flaſhes, bred from wanton heat and eaſe ; 
I have forgot what love and loving meant: % 
Rhimes, ſongs, and merry rounds, that oft are ſent 1 
To the ſoft ear of maids, are ſtrange to me: ES. 
Only I live t' admire a chaſtity, 19 
That neither pleafing age, ſmooth tongue, or gold, 175 
Cou'd ever break upon, ſo ſure the mould 

Is that her mind was caſt in; tis to her 5 
I only am reſerv'd ; ſhe is my form I ſtir | Ws 
By, breathe and move, tis ſhe and only ſhe 8 
Can make me happy, or give miſery. 


THE FAITHFUL SHEPHERNDESS. 
Cleo. Good ſhepherd, may a ſtranger crave to know 
To whom this dear obſervance you do owe ? 

The. You may, and by her virtue learn to ſquare 
And level out your life; for to be fair 
And nothing virtuous, only fits the eye 
Of gaudy youth,, and ſwelling vanity. 
Then know, ſhe's call'd the virgin of the grove, - 
She that hath long fince bury'd her chaſte love, 
And now lives by his grave, for whoſe dear ſoul 
She hath vow'd herſelf into the holy roll 
Of ſtrict virginity ; tis her I fo admire, 
Not any looſer blood or new defire. 
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Cloe. Farewel, poor ſwain, thou art not for — bend, 


I muſt have quicker ſouls, whoſe words may te 
To ſome free action: give me him dare love 
At firſt encounter, and as ſoon dare prove. 


T3 8 


Come, Shepherds, icome, 
Come away 
Without delay, 
WW hilft the gentle time doth flay. 
Green woods are dumb, 
And will never tell to un, 
Thoſe dear 'kiſſes, and theſe many 
Sweet embraces that are giv' n, 
Dainty pleaſures, that wou'd cv'n 
Raiſe in coldeſt. age à fire, 
And give virgin blood deſire. 
Then if ever, 
Now or never, 
Come and have it, 
Think not I 
Dare deny, 
Tf you crave it. 


Enter Dar RHxIS. 
Here comes another: Better be my ſpeed, 
Thou god of blood. But certain, if I read 
Not falſe, this is that modeſt ſhepherd, he 


That only dare ſalute, but ne er cou'd be 
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Brought to kiſs any, hold diſcourſe, or ſing, 
Whiſper, or boldly aſk that wiſhed thing 
We all are born for; one that makes loving faces, 
And cou'd be well content to covet graces, 
Were they not got by boldneſs ; in this thing 
My hopes are frozen ; and but fate doth bring 
Him hither, I wou'd ſooner chuſe 

A man made out of ſnow, and freer uſe 

An eunuch to my ends: But ſince he's here, 
Thus I attempt him. Thou of men moſt dear, 
Welcome to her, that only for thy ſake 

Hath been content to live : here boldly take 
My hand in pledge, this hand, that never yet 
Was giv'n away to any: and but-ſit | 
Down on this ruſhy bank, whilſt I go pull 
Freſh bloſſoms from the boughs, or quickly cull 
The choiceſt delicates from yonder mead, 

To make thee chains or chaplets, or to ſpread 
Under our fainting bodies, when delight 

Shall lock up all our ſenſes. How the ſight 

Of thoſe ſmooth riſing cheeks renew the ſtory 
Of young Adonis, when in pride and glory 

He lay infolded *twixt the beating arms 

Of willing Venus : Methinks ſtronger charms 
Dwell in thoſe ſpeaking eyes, and on that brow 
More ſweetneſs than the painters can allow 

To their beſt pieces : Not Narciſſus, he 

That wept himſelf away, in memory 

Of his own beauty, nor Silvanus boy, 

Nor the twice raviſh'd maid, for whom old Troy 
Fell by the hand of Pyrrhus, may to thee 
Be otherwiſe compar'd, than ſome dead tree 
To a young fruitful olive. Daph. I can love, 
But I am loth to ſay fo, leſt I prove 

Too ſoon unhappy. 

Cloe. Happy thou woud'ſt fay. 

My deareſt Daphnis, bluſh not, if the day 

To thee and thy ſoft heats be enemy, 
Then take the coming night; fair youth, tis free 
To all the world; ſhepherd, I'll meet thee then 
When darkneſs hath ſhut up the eyes of men, 
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me ay. Daph. J am content to ſay ſo, 


Cloe. Shepherd, thou haſt thy wiſh. 
Daph. Freſh maid, adieu: 


Jet one word more, ſince you have drawn me on 


To come this night, fear not to meet alone 
That man that will not offer to be ill, 

Though your bright ſelf would aſk it, for his fill 
Of this world's goodneſs : Do not fear him then, 
But keep your pointed time; let other men 


Set up their bloods to ſale, mine ſhall be ever 
Fair as the ſoul it carries, unchaſte never 


Cloe. Yet I am poorer than I was before. 


Is it not ſtrange, among ſo many a ſcore 
Of luſty bloods, I ſhould pick out theſe things 
{ Whoſe veins, like a dull river far from ſprings, 


Is ſtill the ſame, flow, heavy, and unfit | 

For ſtream or motion, though the ſtrong winds hit 
With their continual pow'r upon his fides ? 

O happy be your names that have been brides, 
And taſted thoſe rare ſweets for which I pine: 

And far more heavy be thy grief and tine, 

Thou lazy ſwain, that may'ſt relieve my needs, 
Than his, upon whoſe liver always feeds 

A hungry vulture. 


Enter ALEXI1s. 
Alex. Can ſuch beauty be 


Safe in his own guard, and not draw the eye 
Of him that paſſeth on, to greedy gaze, 
Or covetous deſire, whilſt in a maze 


The better part contemplates, giving rein 


And wiſhed freedom to the labouring vein ? 
Faireſt and whiteſt, may I crave to know 

The cauſe of your retirement, why ye go 

Thus all alone ? Methinks the downs are ſweeter, 
And the young company of ſwains far meeter, 
Than theſe forſaken and untroden places. 


Give not your ſelf to loneneſs, and thoſe graces 
Vol. II. | 1 
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In yonder grove : ſpeak, ſhall our meeting hold! 
Indeed ye are too baſhful, be more bold, 

And wou'd be glad to meet, might I but pray ſo 
Much from your fairneſs, that you wou'd be true. 
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(Exit. 
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Hid from the eyes of men, that were intended 
To live amongſt us ſwains. * 
Cloe. Thou art befriended, Wt 
Shepherd, in all my life I have not ſeen P 
A man in whom greater contents have heen, | 
Than thou thy ſelf art: I cou'd tell thee more, 
Were there but any hope left to reſtore W. 
My freedom loſt. O lend me all thy red, + 
Thou ſhame-fac'd morning, when from Tithon's bed ” 
Thou riſeſt ever maiden. Alex. If for me, "_ 
'Thou ſweeteſt of all ſweets, theſe flaſhes be, 200 
Speak and be ſatisfied. O guide her tongue, 4 8 
My better angel; force my name among © T 
Her modeſt thoughts, that the firſt word may be [Nw 
Cloe. Alexis, when the fun ſhall kiſs the ſea, 
Taking his reſt by the white Thetis fade, 
Meet in the holy wood, where I'll abide 
Thy coming, ſhepherd. Alex. If I ſtay behind, Pp 
An everlaſting dulneſs, and the wind, 8 
That as he paſſeth by ſhuts up the ſtream | 5 
Of Rhine or Volga, while the fun's hot beam = 
Beats back again, ſeize me, and let me turn = 
To coldneſs more than ice : Oh how I burn S 
And riſe in youth and fire! I dare not ſtay. 
Cloe. My name ſhall be your word. 
Alex. Fly, fly, thou day. [Exit, 
Cloe. My grief is great if both theſe boys ſhou'd fail: 
He that will uſe all winds muſt ſhift his fail. [Exit. 
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The End of the Firſt Ad. 
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ACT H. SCENE £ 


Enter an old Shepherd avith a bell ringing ; and 
the Prieft of Pax following. 


Prieſt. 8 HEP HER Ds all, and maidens fair, 
kJ Fold your flocks up, for the air 

*Gins to thicken, and the ſun - 

Already his great courſe hath run. 

Sce the dew-drops how they kiſs 

Every little flower that is: 

Hanging on their velvet heads, 

Like a rope of chriſtal beads. 

Sce the heavy clouds low falling, 

And bright Heſperus down calling 

The dead night from under ground, 

At whoſe riſing miſts unſound, 

Damps and vapours fly apace, 

Hov'ring o'er the wanton face 

Of theſe paſtures, where they come, 

Striking dead both bud and bloom; 

Therefor, from ſuch danger, lock 

Ev'ry one his loved flock, 

And let your dogs lye looſe without, 

Leſt the wolf come as a ſcout 

From the mountain, and, e'er day, 

Bear a lamb or kid away; 

Or the crafty thieviſh fox 

Break upon your ſimple flocks : 


To ſecure yourſelves from theſe, 


Be not too ſecure in eaſe; 

Let one eye his watches keep, 
While the t'other eye doth ſleep; 
So you ſhall good ſhepherds prove, 


And for ever hold the love 


Of our great god. Sweeteſt ſlumbers 

In ſoft filence fall, and numbers 

On your eye-lids : ſo farewel ; | 

Thus I end my ev'ning's knell. LExeunt. 
| Ca | 
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Enter Croix, the Shepherdeſs. 


Clo. Now let me know what my beſt art hath done, 
Helpt by the great pow'r of the virtuous moon 
In her full light; O you beſt ſons of earth, 
You only brood, unto whoſe happy birth 
Virtue was given ; holding more of nature, 
Than man her firſt-born and moſt perfect creature, 
Let me adore you ! you, that only can 
Help or kill nature, drawing out that ſpan 
Of life and breath ev'n to the end of time; 
You, that theſe hands did crop long before prime ; 
Give me your names, and, next, your hidden pow'r. 
This is the Clote, bearing a yellow flow'r ; 
And, this black horehound; both are very good 
For ſheep or ſhepherd, bitten by a wood 
Dog's venom'd tooth; theſe Ramſon's branches are, 
Which, ſtuck in entries, or about the bar | 
That holds the door faſt, kill all inchantments, charms, 
(Were they Medea's verſes, that do harms 
To men or cattle ;) theſe for frenzy be 
A ſpeedy and a ſov'reign remedy, _. 
The bitter wormwood, ſage, and marigold, 
Such ſympathy with man's good they do hold ; 
This tormentil, whoſe virtue is to part 
All deadly killing poiſon from the heart; 
And, here, Narciſſus' root, for ſwellings beſt : 
Yellow Ly/tmacha, to give ſweet reſt 
To the faint ſhepherd, killing where it comes, 
All buſy gnats, and every fly that hums: 
For leproſie, darnell, and celandine, 
With calamint, whoſe virtues do refine 
The blood of man, making it free and fair 
As the firſt hour it breath'd, or the beſt air. 
Here, other two ; but your rebellious uſe 
Is not for me, whoſe goodneſs is abuſe; 
Therefor, foul ſtandergraſs, from me and mine 
J baniſh thee, with luſtful turpentine ; 
You that intice the veins and ſtir the heat 
To civil mutiny, ſcaling the feat 
Our reaſon moves in, and deluding it 
With dreams and wanton fancies, till the fit 
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of burning luſt be quench'd ; by appetite, 

"2X Robbing the ſoul of bleſſedneſs and light. 
And thou light Vervain too, thou muſt go after, 
Provoking eaſy ſouls to mirth and laughter; 

=X No more ſhall I dip thee in water now, 

And ſprinkle every poſt, and every bough, 
With thy well pleaſing juice; to make the grooms 
Swell with high mirth, as with joy all the rooms. 


Enter THENOT. 
The. This is the cabin where the beſt of all 


Her ſex that ever breath'd, or ever ſhall 


Give heat or happineſs to the ſheph'rd's fide, 


Doth only to her worthy ſelf abide. 
Thou bleſſed ſtar, I thank thee for thy light, 

Thou by whoſe pow'r the darkneſs of ſad night 

Is baniſh'd from the earth, in whoſe dull place 
Thy chaſter beams play on the heavy face 
Of all the world, making the blue ſea ſmile, 

Too ſee how cunningly thou doſt beguile 
Thy brother of his brightneſs, giving day 
Again from Chaos ; whiter than that way 
That leads to Fove's high court, and chaſter far 
Than chaſtity itſelf : thou bleſſed ſtar 
"XZ That nightly ſhin'ſt ; thou, all the conſtancy 
That in all women was, or e'er ſhall be, 
From whoſe fair eye-balls flies that holy fire, E 
"2 That poets ſtile the mother of deſire, 
Infuſing into every gentle breaſt 


A ſoul of greater price, and far more bleſt 
Than that quick pow'r, which gives a difference, 
*Twixt man and creatures of a lower ſenſe. 

Cloe. Shepherd, how cam'ſt thou hither to this place? 
No way is trodden, all the verdant graſs 
The ſpring ſhot up ſtands yet unbruiſed here 
Of any foot, only the dapled deer 
Far from the feared ſound of crooked horn 
Dwells in this faſtneſs. The. Chaſter than the morn, 
I have not wandred, or by ſtrong illuſion 
Into this virtuous place made ſome intruſion : 
But hither am I come, believe me, fair, 
To ſeek you out, of whoſe great good the air 
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Is full, and ſtrongly labours, while the ſound 
Breaks againſt heav'n, and drives into a ſtound 
Th' amazed ſhepherd, that ſuch virtue can 

Be reſident in leſſer than a man. 

Cloe. If any art I have, or hidden ſkill 

May cure thee of diſeaſe or feſtred ill, 

Whoſe grief or greenneſs to another's eye 

May ſeem unpoſſible of remedy, 

I dare yet undertake it. The. *Tis no pain 

I ſuffer through diſeaſe, no beating vein 
Conveys infection dangerous to the heart, 

No part impoſthum'd, to be cur'd by art, 

This body holds; and yet a feller grief 

Than ever fcilful hand did give relief, 

Dwells on my ſoul, and may be heal'd by you, 
Fair beauteous virgin. 

Cloe. Then ſhepherd, let me fue 

To know thy grief; that man yet never knew 
The way to DR that durſt not ſhew his ſore. 

The. Then faireſt, know, I love you. 
Cloe. Swain, no more, 

Thou haſt abus'd the ſtrictneſs of this place, 
And offer'd ſacrilegious foul diſgrace 

To the ſweet reſt of theſe interred bones ; 

For fear of whoſe aſcending, fly at once, 

Thou and thy idle paſſions, that the fight 

. death and ſpeedy vengeance may not fright 

very ſoul with 23 The. Let me not 

r ou MW perfection) merit ſuch a blot 

For thy true zealous faith. Cloe. Dar'ſt thou abide 
To ſee this holy earth at once divide 

And give her body up ? For ſure it will, 

If thou purſues with wanton flames to fill 

This hallow'd place; therefor repent and go, 
Whilſt I with pray'rs appeaſe his ghoſt below, 
That elſe would tell thee what it were to be 

A rival in that virtuous love that he 

Embraces yet. The. Tis not the white or red 
Inhabits in your cheek that thus can _ 

My mind to adoration ; nor your 

Though it be full and fair, your forchead high, 
And ſmooth as Pelops' ſhoulder ; not the ſmile 
Lies watching in thoſe dimples to beguile 
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he eaſie ſoul, your hands and fingers long 
W.ith veins inamel'd richly, nor your tongue, 

Though it ſpoke ſweeter than Arion's harp, 
VvVour hair wove into many a curious warp, 
Able in endleſs error to infold 
The wand'ring ſoul, nor the true perfect mould 
Pf all your body, which as pure doth ſhow 
In maiden whiteneſs as the Alpſien ſnow. 
All theſe, were but your conſtancy away, 
Viou' d pleaſe me leſs, than a black ſtormy day 
The wretched ſeaman toiling through the deep. 
But while this honour'd ſtrictneſs you dare keep, 
Though all the plagues that cer begotten were 
In the great womb of air, were ſettled here, 

In oppoſition, I wou'd, like the tree, | 

Shake off theſe drops of weakneſs, and be free 
- Evnin the arm of danger. Cloe. Wouldſt thou have 
V¼» Meraiſe again, fond man, from filent grave, 
Thoſe ſparks that long ago were buried here, 
3 With my dead friend's cold aſhes? The. Deareſt dear, 
II dare not aſk it, nor you muſt not grant; | 
Stand ſtrongly to your vow, and do not faint : 
"> X Remember how he lov'd ye, and be ſtill 
The ſame opinion ſpeaks ye; let not will, 
And that great god of women, appetite, 
Set up your blood again; do not invite 
PDieſire and fancy from their long exile, - 
[o ſeat them once more in a pleaſing ſmile :; 
Bee like a rock made firmly up 'gainſt all 
The pow'r of angry heav'n, or the ſtrong fall 
of Neptune's battery; if ye yield, I die 
To all affection; tis that loyalty 
Ye tie into the grave I ſo admire 
And yet there's ſomething elſe I wou'd deſire, 
If you would hear me, but withal deny. | 
O Pan, what an uncertain deſtiny 
Hangs over all my hopes! I will retire, 
For if I longer ſtay, this double fire 
Will lick my life up. Cloe. Do, let time wear out 
What art and nature cannot bring about. 

The. Farewel thou ſoul of virtue, and be bleſt 
For ever, while that here I wretched reſt 
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Thus to myſelf; yet grant me leave to dwell 

In kenning of this arbour ; yon ſame dell 

O'ertopt with mourning cypreſs and ſad ewe 1 
Shall be my cabin, where J Il early rue, | 1 
Before the ſun hath kiſs'd this dew away, | 1 
The hard uncertain chance which fate doth lay f 
Upon his head. Cloe. The gods give quick releaſe 
And happy cure unto thy hard diſeaſe. 


Enter ſullen Shepherd. 


Sull. I do not love this wench that I ſhou'd meet, 
For ne'er did my unconſtant eye yet greet 
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That beauty, were it ſweeter or more fair, 


Than the new bloſſoms, when the morning air 
Blows gently on them, or the breaking light, 
When many maiden bluſhes to our fight 

Shoot from its early face: were all theſe ſet 

In ſome neat form before me, twould not get 
The leaſt love from me; ſome defire it might, 
Or preſent burning: all to me in fight 

Are equal, be they fair, or black or brown, 
Virgin or careleſs wanton, I can crown 

My appetite with any ; ſwear as oft, 


And weep, as any; melt my words as ſoft 


Into a maiden's ears, and tell how long 
My heart has been her ſervant, and how ſtrong 
My paſſions are: Call her unkind and cruel, 

er her all I have to gain the jewel 
Maidens ſo highly prize : then loath, and fly : 
This do I hold a bleſſed deſtiny. 


Enter AMARILLIS. 


Ama. Hail ſhepherd, Pan bleſs both thy flock and thee, 
For being mindful of thy word to me. 
Sull. Welcome, fair ſhepherdeſs, thy loving ſwain 
Gives thee the ſelf-ſame wiſhes back again, 
Who till this preſent hꝭur ne er knew that eye, 
Cou'd make me croſs mine arms, or daily dye, 
With freſh conſumings : Boldly tell me then, | 
How ſhall we part their faithful loves, and when ? 
Shall I bely him to her, ſhall 1 ſwear 
His faith is falſe, and he loves ev'ry where ? 
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I'll ſay he mock'd her th' other day to you, 
Which will by your confirming ſhew as true, 
For ſhe is of ſo pure an honeſty, 
To think, becauſe ſhe will not, none will lye: 
Or elſe to him I'll flander Amoret, 
And ſay, ſhe but ſeems chaſte ; I'll ſwear ſhe met 
Me 'mongſt the thady ſycamores laſt night, 
And looſely offer'd up her flame and ſpright 
Into my boſom, made a wanton bed 
Of leaves and many flowers, where ſhe ſpread 
Her willing body to be preſs'd by me; 
There have I carv'd her name on many a tree, 
Together with mine own; to make this ſhow 
More full of ſeeming, Hobinell you know, 
| Son to the aged ſhepherd of the glen, 
Him have I ſorted out of many men, 

Too ſay he found us at our private ſport, 
And rouz'd us fore our time by his reſort : 
I is to confirm, I've promis'd to the boy 
© Many a pretty knack, and many a toy, 

As gins to catch him birds, with bow and bolt, 
Io ſhoot at nimble ſquirrels in the holt; 
IA pair of painted buſkins, and a lamb, 
— 5 Soft as his own locks, or the down of ſwan ; 
XX This I have done to win ye, which doth give 

Me double pleaſure. Diſcord makes me live. 
| Ama. Lov'd ſwain, I thank ye, theſe tricks might prevail 

With other ruſtic ſhepherds, but will fail | 
* Ev'n once to ſtir, much more to overthrow 
His fixed love from judgment, who doth know 
Your nature, my end, and his choſen's merit ; 
Therefor ſome ſtronger way muſt force his ſpirit, 
Which I have found: give ſecond, and my love 
Is everlaſting thine. Sull. Try me and prove. 

Ama. Theſe happy pair of lovers meet ſtraightway, 
Soon as they fold their flocks up with the day, 
In the thick grove bordering upon yon hill, 
In whoſe hard fide nature hath carv'd a well, 
And, but that matchleſs ſpring which poets know, 
Was ne'er the like to this: By it doth grow 
About the ſides, all herbs which witches uſe, 
All ſimples good for medicines or abuſe, 
Vor. II. * 
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All ſweets that crown the happy nuptial day, 
With all their colours, there the month of May 
Is ever dwelling, all is young and green; 
There's not a graſs on which was ever ſeen 
The falling autumn, or cold winter's hand; 
So full of heat and virtue is the land 
About this fountain, which doth ſlowly break 
Below yon mountain's foot, into a creek 
That. waters all the valley, giving fiſh 
Of many ſorts, to fill the ſhepherd's diſh. 
This holy well, my grandame that is dead, 
Right wiſe in charms, hath often to me ſaid, 
Hath pow'r to change the form of any creature, 
Being thrice dipt o'er the head, into what feature, 
Or ſhape *twou'd pleaſe the letter down to carve, 
Who muſt pronounce this charm too, which ſhe gave 
Me on her death-bed ; told me what, and how, 
I ſhov'd apply into the patient's brow, 
That wou'd be chang'd, caſting them thrice aſleep, 
Before I truſted them into this deep. 
All this ſhe ſhew'd me, and did charge me prove 
This ſecret of her art, if croſt in love. , 
T'll this attempt; now, ſhepherd, I have here 
All her preſcriptions, and I will not fear 
To be myſelf dipt : Come, my temples bind 
With theſe ſad herbs, and when I ſleep you find, 
As you do ſpeak your charm, thrice down me let, 
And bid the water raiſe me Amoret ; 
Which being done, leave me to my affair, 

And Cer the day ſhall quite itſelf outwear, 

I will return into my ſhepherd's arm, 

Dip me again and then repeat this charm, 

And pluck me up myſelf, whom freely take, 

And the hot'ſt fire of thine affection flake. 

Sull. And if I fit thee not, then fit not me. 
I long the truth of this well's pow'r to ſee. [Exeunt. 


Enter Darnnis. 
Daph. Here will I ſtay, for this the covert is 
Where I appointed Che ; do not miſs, 
Thou bright-ey'd virgin; come, O come, my fair, 
Be not abus'd with fear, nor let cold care 
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Of honour ſtay thee from thy ſhepherd's arm, 
Who would as hard be won to offer harm 


To thy chaſte thoughts, as whiteneſs from the day, 
Or yon great round to move another way. 
My language ſhall be honeſt, full of truth, 


My flames as ſmooth and ſpotleſs as my youth : 

I will not entertain that wandring thought, 

Whoſe eaſie current may at length be brought 

To a looſe vaſtneſs. Alexis. [within.] Cloe! 
Daph. Tis her voice, 

And I muſt anſwer, Cloe Oh the choice 

Of dear embraces, chaſte and holy ſtrains 

Our hands ſhall give ! I charge you all my veins 

Through which the blood and ſpirit take their way, 

Lock up your diſobedient heats, and ſtay | 

Thoſe mutinous defires that elſe would grow 

To ſtrong rebellion : Do not wilder ſhow 


Than bluſhing modeſty may entertain: 


Alexis. [within.] Cloe! 
Daph. There ſounds that bleſſed name again, 
And I will meet it: let not me miſtake, 


Enter ALEX IS. 
This is ſome ſhepherd! ſure I am awake; 


"XZ What may this riddle mean? I will retire, 

| To give myſelf more knowlege. Alex. Oh my fire, 
Ho thou conſum'ſt me? Cloe, anſwer me, 
Alexis, ſtrong Alexis, high and free, 

Calls upon Cloe. See mine arms are full 


Ot entertainment, ready for to pull 


That golden fruit which too too long hath hung 


rempting the greedy eye: thou ſtay'ſt too long, 


I am impatient of theſe mad delays ; 
| I muſt not leave unſought theſe many ways 


That lead into this center, till I find 


J 2 | Quench for my burning luſt. I come, unkind, 


[Exit Alexis. 
Daph. Can my imagination work me ſo much ill, 
That I may credit this for truth, and ſtill 
Believe mine eyes ? or ſhall I firmly hold 
Her yet untainted, and theſe fighs but bold 
D 2 
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Illuſion? ſure ſuch fancies oft have been 
Sent to abuſe true love, and yet are ſeen, 
Daring to blind the virtuous thought with error. 
But be they far from me with their fond terror: 
I am reſolv'd my Cloe yet is true. 

Cloe. [ within.) Cloe | 

Dafh. Hark, Cloe, Sure this voice is new, 
Whole ſhrilneſs, like the ſounding of a bell, 
Tells me it is a woman: Clee, tell 
Thy blefſed name again. 

Cloe. [within.] Cloe Here. 

Daph. O what a grief is this to be ſo near, 
And not encounter ? | 


Enter CLoe. 


Cloe. Shepherd, we are met, 
Draw cloſs into the covert, left the wet 
Which falls like lazy miſts upon the ground 
Soke through your ſtartups. Daph. Faireſt, are you found! 
How have we wandred, that the better part 
Of this good night is periſh'd ! Oh my heart ! 
How have I long'd to meet ye, how to kiſs 
Thoſe lilly hands, how to receive the bleſs 
That charming tongue gives to the happy ear 
Of him that drivks your language ! but I fear 
I am too much unmanner'd, far too rude, 
And almoſt grown laſcivious, to intrude 
Theſe hot behaviours ; where regard of fame, 
Honour and modeſty, a virtuous name, 
And ſuch diſcourſe as one fair ſiſter may 
Without offence unto the brother ſay, 
Shou'd rather have been tendred : But believe, 
Here dwells a better temper ; do not grieve 
Then, ever kindeſt, that my firſt ſalute 
Seaſons ſo much of fancy, I am mute 
Henceforth to all diſcourſes, but ſhall be 
Suiting to your ſweet thoughts and modeſty. 
Indeed I will not aſk a kiſs of you, 
No not to wrong your fingers, nor to ſue 
To thoſe bleſt pair of fixed ſtars for ſmiles, 
All a young lovex's cunning, all his wiles, 
And pretty wanton dyings ; ſhall to me 
Be ſtrangers; only to your chaſtity 
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1 am devoted ever. Cloe. Honeſt ſwain, 
| * irſt let me thank you, then return again | 
As much of my love. No, thou art too cold, [Aſide. 
Unbappy boy, not tempred to my mold, 
Thy blood falls heavy downward, tis not fear 
1 offend in boldneſs wins; they never wear 
PDeſerved favours that deny to take, 
When they are offer'd freely: Do I wake 
I To ſee a man of his youth, years and feature, 
And ſuch a one as we call goodly creature, 
i Thus backward ? What a world of precious art 
1 FT, Were meerly loſt, to make him do his part? 
But I will ſhake him off, that dares not hold; 
Let men that hope to be belov'd be bold. 
Beba, I do deſire, ſince we are met 
So happily, our lives and fortunes ſet 
ern one ſtake, to give aſſurance now, 
| = By interchange of hands and holy vow, 
BH » Never to break again : walk thou that way, 
7 Whilſt I in zealous meditation ſtra 
Alittle this way; when we both have ended 
* A E Theſe rites and duties; ; by the woods befriended, 


EF An aged oak, whoſe hollowneſs may bind 
1 1 Us both within his body, thither go, 
It ſtands within yon bottom. 

8 i Daph. Be it ſo. [Exit Daphae. 

Cloe. And I will meet there never more with thee, 
- ET hou „ Alex. [within.) Cloe] Cloe. 
oY *Tis he : 
8 That dare, I hope, be bolder. Alex. Cloe! Cloe. Now, 
PBreat Pan for Syrinx ſake bid ſpeed our plow. [Exit Cloe. 


The End of the Second Act. 
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ACT m. SCENE IL. 


Enter Sullen Shepherd, with Au ARILLIS in a ſleep. 


Sull. ROM thy forehead thus I take 1 
Theſe herbs, and charge thee not awake 9 

Till in yonder holy well, —_ 

Thrice with pow'rful magic ſpell, | KC. 

Fill'd with many a baleful word, 

Thou'ſt been dipt ; thus with my cord 

Of blaſted hemp, by moon-light twin'd, 

I do thy ſleepy body bind, 

I turn thy head into the eaſt, 

And thy feet into the weſt, ; 

Thy left arm to the ſouth put forth, 

And thy right uato the north : 

I take thy body from the ground, 

In this deep and deadly ſound, 

And into this holy ſpring 

I let thee ſlide down by a ſtring. 

Take this maid, thou holy pit, 

To thy bottom, nearer yet, 

In thy water pure and ſweet, 

By thy leave I dip her feet; 

Thus I let her lower yet, | _ 

That her ankles may be wet; = 

Yet down lower, let her knee x 

In thy waters waſhed be; 

There I ſtop. Now fly away 

Ev'ry thing that loves the day. 1 

Truth that beareth but one face, 1 

Thus I charm thee from this place. = 

Snakes that caſt your coats for new, 

Camelions that alter hue, 

Hares that yearly ſexes change, 

Proteus alt' ring oft and ſtrange, 

Hecate with ſhapes three, 

Let this maiden changed be, 
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With this holy water wet, 
To the ſhape of Amoret. 
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Cintbia, work thou with my charm, 


** Thus I draw thee free from harm 


-—- Up out of this bleſſed lake, 
© Riſe both like her and awake. 


[She awakes. 
Ama. Speak, ſhepherd, am I Amoret to fight ? 


* 5 Or haſt thou miſt in any magic rite; 


Por want of which any defect in me, 
May make our practices diſcover'd be? 
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Sull. By yonder moon, but that I here do ſtand, 


2 Fx Whoſe breath hath thus transform'd thee, and whoſe hand 


3 0 Let thee down dry, and pluckt thee up thus wet, 


* 
s 
"Y 
4 
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I ſhou'd myſelf take thee for Amoret ; 


TDUhou art in cloaths, in feature, voice and hue 
So like, that ſenſe cannot diſtinguiſh you. 


* 
3, 


= Hither ſhe needs muſt come by promiſe made, 


Ama. Then this deceit, which cannot croſſed be, 
At once ſhall loſe her him, and gain thee me. 


And ſure his nature never was fo bad, 

o bid a virgin meet him in the wood, a 

XX When night and fear are up, but underſtood 

was his part to come firſt : being come, I'll ſay, 

"XX My conſtant love made me come firſt and ſtay : 
Then will I lead him further to the grove ; 


: ; 1 : But ſtay 
shall ſeek him here, ſet her in ſome wrong path, 


you here, and if his own true love 


Which ſay her lover lately trodden hath; 
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III not be far from hence. If need there be, 


© Here is another charm, whoſe pow'r will free 
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Is yet ſcarce come. 
PDelüights to be about yon ſacred well, 


The dazled ſenſe, read by the moon's beams clear, 
And in my own true ſhape make me appear. 


| Enter PER1GOT. 
Sull. Stand cloſe, here's Perigot, whoſe conſtant heart 


2 | Longs to behold her in whole ſhape thou art. 


Per. This is the place.— Fair Amoret.— The hour 
Here every ſylvan pow'r 


Which they have bleſt with many a pow'rful ſpell ; 
For never traveller in dead of n 


ight 
Nor ſtrayed beaſts have faln in, 3 fight. 


If mortal men cou'd know your properties! 


* 
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Hath fail'd them, then their right way they have found 
By help of them, ſo holy is the ground: 
But I will farther ſeek, leſt Amoret 
Should be firſt come, and fo ſtray long unmet. 
My Amoret, my Amoret. 

Ama. My Perigot. R 

Per. My love. 

Ama. I come, my love. 

Sull. Now ſhe hath got 
Her own defires, and | ſhall gainer be 
Of my long-lookt-for hopes as well as ſhe. 
How bright the moon ſhines here, as if ſhe ſtrove 
To ſhow her glory in this little grove 


Enter AMORET. 


To ſome new loved ſhepherd. Yonder is 

Another Amoret. Where differs this 

From that ? but that ſhe Perigot hath met, 

I ſhould have ta'en this for the counterfeit : 

Herbs, woods, and ſprings, the pow'r that in you lies, 
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Amo. Methinks it is not night, 1 have no fear, - x 
Walking this wood, of hon, or of bear, 1 1 
Whoſe names at other times have made me quake, 2, 
When any ſhepherdeſs in her tale ſpake 1 
Of ſome of them, that underneath a wood 1 
Have torn true lovers that together ſtood. 1 
Methinks there are no goblins, and mens talk, 0 
That in theſe. woods the nimble fairics walk, I 
Are fables ; ſuch a ſtrong heart have I got, _ 
Becauſe I come to meet with Perigot, 1 
My Perigot, whoſe's that, my Perigot? . 1 

Sull. Fair maid. Amo. Ay me, thou art not Perigot. 

Sull. But I can tell ye news of Perigot : . 
An hour together under yonder tree | - 
He fat with wreathed arms and call'd on thee, = 
And ſaid, why Amoret ſtay'ſt thou ſo long? -— 
Then ſtarting up, down yonder path he flung, = 


Leſt thou hadſt miſt thy way: Were it day-light, 
He cou'd not yet have born him out of fight. 

Amo. L hanks, gentle ſhepherd, and beſhrew my ſtay, 
That made me fearful I had loſt my way : 
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s faſt as my weak legs (that cannot be 

EW cary with ſeeking him) will carry me, 

ell ſeek him out; and for thy courteſie 3 
Pray Pan thy love may ever follow thee. [Exit. 

Full. How bright ſhe was, how lovely did ſhe ſhow ! 

Vas it not pity to deceive her ſo ? 

he pluckt her garments up, and tript away, 

ind with a virgin-innocence did pray 

Por me that perjur'd her. Whilſt ſhe was here, 
Moethought the beams of light that did appear 

Pere ſhot from her; methought the moon gave none, 
Put what it had from her: She was alone | 


$5 


ZWith me, if then her preſence did ſo move, 
Why did not I aſſay to win her love? 
She wou'd not ſure have yielded unto me ? 
Women love only opportunity 
And not the man; or if ſhe had deny'd, 
None, I might have forc'd her to have try'd 
"Who had been ſtronger : O vain fool, to let 
qach bleſt occafion paſs ; I'll follow yet, 
y blood is up, I cannot now forbear. 
7 Enter ALEXIS, and CLo E. 


come, ſweet Amoret. Soft, who is here? 
pair of lovers? He ſhall yield her me: 
ow luſt is up, alike all women be. . 
Alex. Where ſhall we reſt ? but for the love of me, 
Woe, I know, cer this wou'd weary be. 

Cloe. Alexis, let us reſt here, if the place 
pie private, and out of the common trace 
pf ev'ry ſhepherd : For I underſtood 
his night a number that are about the wood: 
Then let us chuſe ſome place, where out of ſight 


No maid ſeeks here her ſtrayed cow, or ſheep, 


1 e freely may enjoy our ſtoln delight. 
"I Alex. Then boldly here, where we ſhall ne'er be found, 
No ſhepherd's way lies here, tis hallow'd ground; 


Fairies and fawns, and Satyrs do it keep: 
hen careleſly reſt here, and clip and kiſs, 

and let no fear make us our pleaſures miſs. 

Cloe. Then lye by me, the ſooner we begin, 

he longer c'er the day deſcry our fin. 

Vor. II. E 
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Sull. Forbear to touch my love, or by yon flame, "_ 
And greateſt pow'r that Shepherds dare to name, br” 
Here where thou ſit'ſt under this holy tree = 
Her to diſhonour, thou ſhalt buried be. | "= 
Alex. If Pan himſelf ſhould come out of the lawns, 1 
1 

8 


With all his troops of Satyrs and of fawns, 
And bid me leave, I ſwear by her two eyes, 
A greater oath than thine, I would not rife. 

Sull. Then from the cold earth never thou ſhalt move, 
But loſe at one ſtroke both thy life and love. 

Cloc. Hold, gentle ſhepherd. Sull. Faireſt ſhepherdeſs, £ 
Come you with me, I do not love ye leſs : 
Than that fond man, that would have kept you there .* 
From me of more deſert. Alex. O yet forbear | Y . 

1 


To take her from me; give me leave to die 
By her. 


Enter SATYR, be runs one way and ſve. another. 

Sat. Now whilſt the moon doth rule the ſky, 
And the ſtars, whoſe feeble light "tb 
Give a pale ſhadow to the night, - 
Are up, great Pan commanded me == 
To walk this grove about, whilſt he "8 
Jn a corner of the wood, 
Where never mortal foot hath ſtood, 
Keeps dancing, muſic, and a feaſt 
To entertain a lovely gueſt : 
Where he gives her many a roſe, 
Sweeter than the breath that blows 
The leaves ; grapes, berries of the beſt, 
I never ſaw ſo great a feaſt. | 
But to my charge : here muſt I ſtay, 
To ſee what mortals loſe their way, 
And by a falſe fire ſeeming bright, 


r = 
Forcing of a chaſtity ; wo 


If I find it, then in haſte : 
Give my wreathed horn a blaſt, = 
And the fairies all will run, = 
Wildly dancing by the moon, = 
And will pinch him to the bone, 

Till his luſtful thoughts be gone. 
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5 Vt 


Alex. O death 


Sat. Back again about this ground, 
ure 1 hear a mortal ſound; 
bind thee by this pow'rful ſpell, 
"By the waters of this well, 

zy the glimm'ring moon beams bright, 

peak again, thou mortal wight. 
Alex. Oh! 
XX Fat. Here the fooliſh mortal lies, 

Sleeping on the ground: ariſe. 
he poor wight is almoſt dead, 

On the ground his wounds have bled, 
And his cloaths foul'd with his blood: 

"To my goddeſs in the wood 

ill lead him, whoſe hands pure 

Will help this mortal wight to cure, {Excunt. 
1 Enter CLo k again. 
Cloe. Since I beheld yon ſhaggy man, my breaſt 
Doth pant, each buſh, methinks, ſhould hide a beaſt : 


ret my deſires keep ſtill above my fear, 
22 wou'd fam meet ſome ſhepherd, knew I where: 
Por from one cauſe of fear I am moſt free, 
It is impoſſible to raviſh me, 
am ſo willing. Here upon this ground 
left my love all bloody with his wound; 
Pet ſtil] that fearful ſhape made me begone, 
Though he were hurt, I furniſh'd was of one, 
Hut now both loſt: Alexis, ſpeak or move, 
If thou haſt any life, thou'rt yet my love. 
— He's dead, or elſe is with his little might 
Pirept from the bank for fear of that ill ſpright. 


As I did mean he ſhould have been imbrac'd. 
ut thou art fled. What hope is left for me? 
I'll run to Daphnis in the ho!low'tree, 

ho I did mean to mock, though hope be ſmall, 
To make him bold; rather than none at all, 

| E 2 


hen where art thou that ſtruck'ſt my Love? O ſtay, 
bring me thyſelf in change, and then I'll fay 
Thou haſt ſome juſtice. I will make thee trim 
With flow'rs and garlands that were meant for him; 
9 1! clip thee round with both mine arms, as faſt 
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T'll try him; his heart, and my behaviour too 
Perhaps may teach him what he ought to do. 


Enter Sullen Shepherd. 


Sull. This was the place, *twas but my feeble ſight, 
Mixt with the horror of my deed, and night, 
That ſhap'd theſe fears, and made me run away, 
And loſe my beauteous hardly gotten prey. 
Speak, gentle ſhepherdeſs, I am alone, 
And tender love for love : But ſhe is gone _— 
From me, that having ſtruck her lover dead, 22 
For filly fear left her alone, and fled. E. 
And ſee, the wounded body is remov'd | | 
By her of whom it was ſo well belov'd. "0 
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Enter PER1GOT, and AMAR1LLIS in the ſhape of AMORET. . 


But all theſe fancies muſt be quite forgot, 
J muſt lye cloſe. Here comes young Periget wo 
With ſubtle Amarillis in the ſhape = 
Of Amoret. Pray love he may not ſcape. 1 
Ama. Beloved Perigot, ſhew me ſome place, b 
Where I may reſt my limbs, weak with the chace 2» 
Of thee, an hour before thou cam'ſt at leaſt. | 1 
Per. Beſhrew my tardy ſteps : here ſhalt thou reſt 
Upon this holy bank, no deadly ſnake 1 
Upon this turf herſelf in folds doth make. kb 
Here is no poiſon for the toad to feed : oy 
Here boldly ſpread thy hands, no venom'd weed 
Dares bliſter them, no ſlimy ſnail dare creep 


Over thy face when thou art faſt aſleep ; 


Here never durſt the babling cuckow ſpit, 9 5 5 
No ſlough of falling ſtar did ever hit - 
Upon this bank ; let this thy cabin be, 9 


This other ſet with violets for me. | = 
Ama. Thou doſt not love me, Perigot. Per. Fair maid, | 

You only love to hear it often ſaid ; = 

You do not doubt. Ama. Believe me but I do. = 
Per. What, ſhall we now begin again to woo ? - 

*Tis the beſt way to make your lover laſt, 

To play with him, when you have caught him faſt. 

Ama. By Pan I ſwear, I loved Perigot, 

And by yon moon, I think thou lov'ſt me not. 
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Per. By Pan J ſwear, and if I faſly ſwear, : 


7 


1 


it. et him not guard my flocks, let foxes tear 
iy earlieſt lambs, and wolves whilſt I do ſleep 
hall on the reſt, a rot among my ſheep. 
love thee better than the careful ewe 
"EF he new'yean'd lamb that is of her own hue ; 
dote upon thee more than the young lamb 
Poth on the bagg that feeds him from his dam. 
Pere there a ſort of wolves got in my fold, 
and one ran after thee, both young and old 
"> Should be devour'd, and it ſhould be my ſtrife 
To ſave thee whom I love above my life. 
Ama. How ſhall I truſt thee, when I ſee thee chuſe 
"Another bed, and doſt my fide refuſe ? 
Per. Twas only that the chaſte thoughts might be ſhewn 
IT wixt thee and me, although we were alone. 
Ama. Come, Perigot will ſhew his pow'r, that he 
an make his Amoret, though ſhe weary be, 
Riſe nimbly from her couch, and come to his. 
ere take thy Amoret, imbrace and kiſs. 
Per. What means my love? Ama. To do as lovers ſhou'd 
hat are to be enjoy'd, not to be woo'd, 
**XT here's ne'er a ſhepherdeſs in all the plain 
Fan kiſs thee with more art, there's none can fain 
ore wanton tricks. Per. Forbear, dear ſoul, to try, 
Whether my heart be pure; I'll rather die 


0 $0 


1 And wou'd come home a maid; be not abus'd 
ich thy fond firſt belief, let time be us'd : | 
hy doſt thou riſe? Per. My true heart thou haſt ſlain. 


aſt with thy cunning div'd ; art not in jeſt ? 
Ana. Sweet Tove, lie down. Per. Since this I live to ſee, 
Some bitter north wind blaſt my flocks and me. 

Ama. You ſwore you lov'd, yet will not do my will. 
Per. O be as thou wert once, I'll love thee till. 
= Ama. I am as ſtill I was, and all my kind, 
Though other ſhows we have poor men to blind. 


8 Ama. Faith, Perigot, I'll pluck thee down again. 
„ Per. Let go, thou ſerpent, that into my breaſt 
55 


s THE FAITHFUL SHEPHERDESs. 


Per. Then here I end all love, and leſt my vain 
Belief ſhould ever draw me in again, 
Before thy face that hath my youth miſ-led, 
I end my life, my blood be on thy head. 
Aua. O hold thy hands, thy Amoret doth cry. 
Per. Thou counſell'ſt well, firſt Amoret ſhall die, 1 
That is the cauſe of my eternal ſmart. [ He runs after her. RM 
Ama. O hold. | | ——— 
Per. This ſteel ſhall pierce thy luſtful heart. . 
The Sullen ſhepherd ſteps out and uncharms her. EE: 
Sull. Up and down and every where, 8 
I ſtrew theſe herbs to purge the air: 
Let your odour drive from hence 8 
All the miſts that dazzle ſenſe. I 
Herbs and ſprings whoſe hidden might . 
Alters ſhapes, and mocks the ſight, 4 
Thus I do charge you to undo 
All before I brought ye to : 
Let her flye, and let her ſcape, 
Give again her former ſhape. 


Enter AMARILLI1S in ber own ſhape. 


Ama. Forbear, thou gentle ſwain, thou doſt miſtake, 
She whom thou follow'dit fled into the brake, b 
And as I croſt thy way I met thy wrath, N 
The only fear of which near ſlain me hath. | | 

Per. Pardon, fair ſhepherdeſs, my rage and night = 
Were both upon me, and beguil'd my fight ; 


But far be it from me to ſpill the blood 


Of harmleſs maids that wander in the wood. [Exit Ama 
Enter AMORET. | = 
Amo. Many a weary ſtep in yonder path, 
Poor hopeleſs Amoret twice trodden hath 
To ſeek her Perigot, yet cannot hear 
His voice ; my Perigot, ſhe loves thee dear 
That calls. Per. See wonder where ſhe is, how fair 
She ſhows ? and yet her breath infect the air. 
Amo. My Perigot. Per. Here. Amo. Happy 
Per. Hapleſs! firſt .. 
It lights on thee, the next blow is the worſt. [Strikes her. 
Amo. Stay, Perigot, my love, thou art unjuſt. Mm 
Per. Death is the beſt reward that's due to luſt, [Exit Per. 


a. 
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9 Sull. Now ſhall their love be croſt, for being ſtruck, 
| * throw her in the fount, leſt being took 
y ſome night-traveller, whoſe honeſt care 
'S May help to cure her. Shepherdeſs, prepare 
"= delt to die. Amo. No mercy I do crave, 
.ZF hou canſt not give a worſe blow than I have; 
ell him that gave me this, who lov'd him too, 
Ne ſtruck my ſoul, and not my body through. 
; ell him, when I am dead, my ſoul ſhall be 
4 At peace, if he but think he injur'd me. 
Sull. In this fount be thy grave; thou wert not meant 
43 ure for a woman, thou'rt ſo innocent. 
oY [Flings her into the well. 
Sbe cannot ſcape, for underneath che ground, 
In a long hollow the clear ſpring i is bound, 
Fill on yon ſide where the morn's ſun doth look, | 
E = ſtrugghng water breaks out in a brook. [ Exit. 
| 1 * God of the River riſeth with Aux oR E in his arms. 
God. What pow'rful charms my ſtreams do bring 
FE Back again unto their ſpring, 
* ith ſuch force, that I their God, 
Three times ſtriking with my rod, 
Zou'd not keep them in their ranks ? ? 
My fiſhes ſhoot into the banks, 
There's not one that ſtays and feeds, 
Il have hid them in the weeds. 
Mere's a mortal almoſt dead, 
| | aln into my river-head, 
Hallow'd ſo with many a ſpell, 
That till now none ever fell. 
i . is a female young and clear, 
"Taft in by ſome raviſher. 
ee upon her breaſt a wound, 
- On which there is no plaiſter bound. 
Net ſhe's warm, her pulſes beat, 
Tis a ſign of lite and heat. 
f chou be'ſt a virgin pure, 
can give a preſent cure: 
anke a drop into thy wound 
From my watry locks more round 
han orient pearl, and far more pure 
3 Than unchaſte fleſh may endure. 
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See ſhe pants, and from her fleſh 

The warm blood guſheth out afreſh. 
She is an unpolluted maid; 

I muſt have this bleeding ſtaid. 

From my banks I pluck this flow'r 
With holy hand; whoſe virtuous pow'r 
] at once do heal and draw. 

The blood returns. I never ſaw 

A fairer mortal. Now doth break 

Her deadly ſlumber : virgin, ſpeak. 


Amo. Who hath reſtor'd my ſenſe, giv'n me new breath, 
And brought me back out of the arms of death ? 
God. I have heal'd thy wounds. Amo. Ay me! 


God. Fear not him that ſuccour'd thee : 
I am this fountain's God ; below 
My waters to a river grow, 
And *twixt two banks with oſiers ſet, 
That only proſper in the wet, | 
Through the meadows do they glide, 
Wheeling ſtill on ev'ry fide, 
Sometimes winding round about, 
To find the even'ſt channel out. 
And if thou wilt go with me, 
Leaving mortal company, 
In the cool ſtreams ſhalt thou lye, 
Free from harm as well as 1: 
I will give thee for thy food, 
No fiſh that uſeth in the mud, 
But trout and pike that love to ſwim 
Where the gravel from the brim, | 
Through the pure ſtreams may be ſeen : 
Orient pearl fit for a queen, 
Will I give, thy love to win, 
And a ſhell to keep them in: 
Not a fiſh in all my brook 
That ſhall diſobey thy look, 
But when thou wilt come ſliding by, 
And from thy white hand take a fly. 
And to make thee underſtand, 
How I can my waves command, 
They ſhall bubble whilſt I fing 
Sweeter than the ſilver ſtring. 
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The . 


Do not fear to put thy feet 

Naked in the river ſweet ; 

Think not leach, or newt, or toad, 
Will bite thy foot, when thou haſt trad ; 
Nor let the water, riſing high, : 
As thou wad'ſt in, make thee cry 
And fob, but ever live with me, 

And not a wave ſhall trouble thee, 


Amo. Immortal pow'r, that rul'ſt this holy flood, 
ET know myſelt unworthy to be woo'd 
thee a God: For e'er this, but for thee 
| Thou'd have ſhown my weak mortality: 
tefides, by holy oath betwixt us twain, 
am betroth'd unto a ſhepherd ſwain, 
W hoſe comely face, I know the Gods above 
C Wy make me live to ſee, but not to love. 
Fd. May he prove to thee as true. 
A L Fire! virgin, now adieu, 
E muſt make my waters fly, 
eſt they leave their channels dry, 
9 4 ad beaſts that come unto the ſpring 
Miſs their morning's watering, 
Y hich I would not; for of late 
Il the neighbour people ſat 
n my banks, and from the fold 
] i wo white lambs of three weeks old 
Dtfcr'd to my deity: 

2 1 for which this year they ſhall be free 

Prom raging floods, that as they paſs 
cave their gravel in the graſs : 
Nor ſhall their meads be overflown, 
When their graſs is newly mown. 
Amo. For thy kindneſs to be ſhown, 
ever from thy banks be blown 
ay tree, with windy force, 
8-015 thy ſtreams, to ſtop thy courſe : 

Ply no beaſt that comes to drink, 

ith his horns caſt down thy brink ; 
Vo I. II. F 
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May none that for thy fiſh do look, | 


Bare-foot may no neighbour wade 


In thy cool ſtreams wife nor maid, 2 
When the ſpawn on ſtones do lye, . == 


To waſh their hemp, and-ſpoil the frye. 


Ged. Thanks, virgin, 1 muſt down again, | 


Cut thy banks to damm thy brook ; | x 1 
== 


Thy wound will put thee to no pain: 2 * 


Wonder not ſo ſoon 'tis gone 


A holy hand was laid upon. [Exit. 


Ams. And I unhappy born to be, 
Muſt follow him that flies from me. 


ACT IV. BOENE L 


Enter PERIGOT. 


Per. C HE is untrue, unconſtant, and unkind, 
She's gone, ſhe's gone, blow high thou north-weſt 
wind, 
And raiſe the ſea to mountains, let the trees 
That dare oppoſe thy raging fury, leeſe 
Their firm foundation; creep into the earth, 
And ſhake the world, as at the monſtrous birth 
Of ſome new prodigy ; whilſt I conſtant ſtand, 
Holding this truſty | ihr in my hand, = 
And falling thus upon it. | wv 
| Enter AMARI1ILL1S running. | 
Ama. Stay thy dead-doing hand, thou art too hot 
Againſt thyſelf; believe me, comely ſwain, 
If that thou dy'ſt, not all the ſhow'rs of rain 
The heavy clouds ſent down can waſh away 
That foul unmanly guilt the world will lay 
Upon thee. Yet thy love untainted ſtands : 
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Believe me, ſhe is conſtant, not the ſands = 


1 do not trifle, ſhepherd, by the moon, 


. . _ 5 
Can be ſo hardly number'd as ſne won: 1 
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d all thoſe leſſer lights our eyes do view, 
II that I told thee, Perigot, is true: 
rhen be a free man, put away deſpair 
1 F [1 And will to die, ſmoothe gently up that wy 
Pejected tore-hcad : be as when thoſe 
Took the firſt heat. Per. Alas he double ry "I 
That would believe, but cannot; tis not well 
e keep me thus from dying, here to dwell 
Pith many worſe companions : but oh death, 
II am not yet inamour'd of this breath 
So much, but I dare leave it, tis not pain 
In forcing i in a wound, nor after gain 
Ot many days, can hold me from my will: 
is not myſelf, but Amoret, bids kill. 
= Ama. Stay but a little, little, but one hour, 
And if I do not ſhow thee, through the pow'r 
Ot herbs and words I have, as dark as night, 
1 Nu ſelf turn' d to thy Amoret, in fight, 
1 Her very figure, and the robe ſhe wears, | 
Pith tawny buſkins, and the hook ſhe bears 
of thine own carving, where your names are ſet, 
Wrought underneath with many a curious fret, 
he Prim-roſe chaplet, taudry-lace and ring, 
rrhou gav'ſt her for her ſinging, with each thing 
Elſe that ſhe wears about her, let me feel 
ET he firſt fell ſtroke of that revenging ſteel. 
Per. I am contented, if there be a hope 
To give it entertainment, for the ſcope 
Of one poor hour; go, vou ſhall find me next 


1 Under yon ſhady beech, ev'n thus perplext, 
And thus believing. Ama. Bind, before I go, 
Thy ſoul by Pan unto me, not to do 


Harm or outrageous wrong upon thy life, 

Till my return. 

Per. By Pan, and by the ſtrife 

He had with Phebus for the maſtery, 

Wen golden Midas judg'd their M * 
| Enter SATYR with ante burt. 


—= AFSat. Softly gliding as I go, 
With this burden full of woe, 
—_ F „ 
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Through ſtill ſilence of the night, 
Guided by the glo-worm's light, 
Hither I am come at laſt, 
Many a thicket I have paſt, 
Not a twig that durſt deny me, 
Not a buſh that durſt deſcry me, 
To the little bird that ſleeps 
On the tender ſpray : nor creeps 
That hardy worm with pointed tail, 
But if I be under fail, 
Flying faſter than the wind, 
Leaving all the clouds behind, 
But doth hide her tender head 
In ſome hollow tree or bed 
Of ſeeded nettles : not a hare 
Can be ſtarted from his fare 
By my footing, nor a wiſh | 
Is more ſudden, nor a fiſh 1 
Can be found with greater eaſe, 
Cut the vaſt unbounded ſeas, 
Leaving neither print nor ſound, 
Than I, when nimbly on the ground, 


- 


| I meaſure many a league an hour: "i 
| But behold the happy pow'r, f 
0 That muſt eaſe me of my charge, 

And by holy hand enlarge 1 


The ſoul of this ſad man, that yet 
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1 Lies faſt bound in deadly fit; 5 
Ji 1 5 22 | 3 
ih Heav'n and great Pan ſuccour it! : 
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n 
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#1 Hail thou beauty of the hower, 
| Whiter than the paramour 
Of my maſter, let me crave 
Thy virtuous help to keep from grave 
This poor mortal that here lies, 
Waiting when the deſtinies 
Will undo his thread of life : 
View the wound by cruel knife 
Trencht into him. 
Cor. What art thou call'ſt me from my holy rites, 
And with the feared name of death affrights 
My tender years ? Speak me thy name and will. 
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Fe Sat. Iam the Satyr that did fill 
Pour lap with early fruit, and will, 
hen! hap to gather more, 
Fing ye better and more ſtore : 
et 1 come not empty now, 
ee a bloſſom from the bow, 
ut beſhrew his heart that pull'd it, 
Ind his perfect ſight that cull'd it 
rom the other ſpringing blooms ; 
Por a ſwecter youth the grooms 
Eannot ſhew me, nor the downs, 
Nor the many neighbouring towns; 
Tow in yonder glade I found him. 
eftly 1 in mine arms I bound him, 
; lither have I brought him ſleeping. 
k a trance, his wounds freſh weeping, 
In remembrance ſuch youth may 
8 Pring and periſh in a day. 
Clor. Satyr, they wrong thee, that do term thee rude, 
onen thou be'ſt outward rough and tawny hued: 
hy manners are as gentle and as fair 
9 15 who brags himſelf, born only heir 
A Fo all humanity. Let me ſee the wound : 
This herb will ſtay the current, being bound 
Faſt to the orifice, and this reſtrain 
Weers, and ſwellings, and fuch inward pain 
A the cold air hath forc'd into the fore : 
This to draw out ſuch putrifying gore 
4 * inward falls. 
Sat. Heav'n grant it may be good. 
3 | Clor. Fairly wipe away the blood: 
A ; Fold him gently, till I fling 
2 WW ater of a virtuous ſpring 
n his temples ; turn him twice 
go the moon beams, pinch him thrice, 
That the labouring ſoul may draw 
rom his great eclipſe. Sat. I ſaw 
Wis cyc-lids moving. Clor. Give him breath, 
Al the danger of cold death 
Now is vaniſht, with this plaiſter, 
nd this unction, do I maſter 
Al the feſtred ill that may 
ive him * another day. 
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Sat. See he gathers up his ſpright 

And begins to hunt for light ; 
Now he gapes and breathes again : 
How the blood runs to the vein 
That erſt was empty! Alex. O my heart, 
My deareſt, deareſt Cloe, O the ſmart | 
Runs through my fide ; I feel ſome pointed thing 
Paſs through my bowels, ſharper than the ſting 
Of Scorpion. | 

Pan preſerve me, what are you ? 

Do not hurt me, I am true 

To my Cloe, though ſhe fly, 

And leave me to this deſtiny. 

There ſhe ſtands, and will not lend 

Her ſmooth white hand to help her friend ; 
But I am much miſtaken, for that face | 
Bears more auſterity and modeſt grace, 

More reproving and more awe 

Than theſe eyes yet ever ſaw 

In my Cloe. Oh my pain 

Eagerly renews again. | 
Give me your help for his ſake you love beſt. 

Clor. Shepherd, thou canſt not poſſibly take reſt, 
Till thou haſt laid afide all heats, deſires, 
Provoking thoughts that ſtir up luſttul fires, 
Commerce with wanton eyes, ſtrong blood, and will 
To execute, theſe muſt be purg'd, until 
The veins grow whiter; then repent, and pray 
Great Pan to keep you from the like decay, 

And I ſhall undertake your cure with eaſe, 

Till when this virtuous plaiſter will diſpleaſe 
Your tender fides; give me your hand, and riſe : 
Help him a little, Satyr, for his thighs 

Yet are feeble. | | 

Alex. Sure I've loſt much blood. 

Sat. Tis no matter, twas not good. 
Mortal, you muſt leave your wooing, 
Though there be a joy in doing. 

Yet it brings much grief behind it, 
They beſt feel it, that do find it. b 

Clor. Come bring him in, I will attend this ſore, 
When you are well, take heed you luſt no more. 
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Sat. Shepherd, ſee what comes of kiſſing, 

By my head 'twere better miſſing. 

Brighteſt, if there be remaining 

Iny ſervice, without feigning 


vill do it: were l ſet 


ro catch the nimble wind, or get 
Shadows gliding on the green, 


Pr to ſteal from the great queen 
Pf the Fairies, all her beauty, 
q would do it, ſo much duty 
po I owe thoſe precious eyes. 
Clor. I thank thee, honeſt Satyr; if the cries 
Of any other, that be hurt, or ill, 
Draw thee unto them, prithee do thy will 
To bring them hither. | 
Sat. I will, and when the weather 
gerves to angle in the brook, 
A will bring a filver hook, 
Poith a line of fineſt ſilk, 
lind a rod as white as milk, 
To deceive the little fiſh : 
$0 I take my leave, and wiſh 
Pn this bower may ever dwell 
Spring, and ſummer. Clor. Friend, farewell. [Exeunt. 


Enter AMORET, ſeeking ber Love. 
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Amo. This place is ominous, for here I loſt 
My Love, and almoſt life, and fince have croſt 
All theſe woods over, ne'er a nook or dell, 
XWhere any little bird or beaſt doth dwell, 
gut I have ſought him, ne'er a bending brow 
Of any hill, or glade the wind fings through, 
Lor a green bank, nor ſhade where ſhepherds uſe 
o fit and riddle, ſweetly pipe, or chuſe 
beir Valentines, that J have miſs'd, to find 
My Love in. Perigot, Oh too unkind, 
hy haſt thou fled me? Whither art thou gone ? 
Ho have Iwrong'd thee? Was my Love alone 

To thee worth this ſcorn'd recompence ? Tis well, 
I am content to feel it: But I tell 
& Thee ſhepherd, and theſe luſty woods ſhall hear, 
= Forſaken Amoret is yet as clear 


——— a — ET 
6 wn, . m — * — — 


— — —— —— 
— 3 W — — 
<a 2 . 
— a+ 


—— rr 
3 
— 


— . — 
— 
* * 


Thee and thy fortune, go and comfort him, 
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Of any ſtranger fire, as heaven is 

From foul corruption, or the deep abyſs 
From light and happineſs ; and thou may'ſtknow 
All this tor truth, and how that fatal blow 
Thou gav'ſt me, never from deſert of mine 
Fell on my life, but from ſuſpect of thine, 

Or fury more than madneſs ; therefor here, 
Since I have loſt my life, my Love, my dear, 
Upon this curſed place, and on this green, 
That firſt divorc'd us, ſhortly ſhall be ſeen 
A fight of ſo great pity, that each eye 

Shall daily ſpend his ſpring in memory 


Of my untimely fall. 


Enter AMARILLIS. 


Ama. I am not blind, 
Nor 1s it through the working of my mind, 
That this ſhows Amoret ; torſake me all 


That dwell upon the ſoul, but what men call 8 5 


Wonder, or more than wonder, miracle, 


For ſure ſo ſtrange as this, the oracle | oF 2 


Never gave aniwer of, it paſleth dreams, 

Or madmens tancy, when the many ſtreams 

Of new imaginations riſe and fall : 

*Tis but an hour fince theſe ears heard her call 

For pity to young Perigot ; while he, 

Directed by his fury bloodily + | 

Lanch'd up her breaſt, which bloodleſs fell and cold; 

And if belief may credit what was told, 

After all this, the melancholy ſwain 

Took her unto his arms being almoſt ſlain, 

And to the bottom of the holy well 

Flung her, for ever with the waves to dwell, 

"Tis ſhe, the very fame, tis Amoret, 

And living yet, the great pow'rs will not let 

Their virtuous love be croſs'd. Maid, wipe away 

Thoſe heavy drops of ſorrow, and allay 

The ſtorm that yet goes high, which not depeſt, 

Breaks heart and life, and all before it reſt: 

Thy Perigo.— Amo. Where, which is Perigt ? 
Ama. Sits there below, lamenting much, god wot, 


„ ets. 
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lind thou ſhalt find him underneath a brim | 
Pf cailing pines that edge yon mountain in. 
Amo. I go, I run, heav'n grant me I may win 6 
Iis ſoul again. 2 [Exit Amoret. 
Enter Sullen Shepherd. 


Sul. Stay, Amarillis, ſtay, 
Ie are too fleet, tis two hours yet to day. 
have perform'd my promiſe, let us fit 
iind warm our bloods together till the fit 
Fome lively on us. Amar. Friend, you are too keen, 
he morning riſeth and we ſhall be ſeen, | 
Porbear a little. Sul. I can ſtay no longer. 
Amar. Hold, ſhepherd, hold, learn not to be a wronger 
t your word, was not your promiſe laid, 
To break their loves firſt ? 

Sul. J have done it, maid. : 
Amar. No, they are yet unbroken, met again, 
iind are as hard to part yet, as the ſtain 
; 8 from the fineſt lawn. Sul. I fay they are 
Nou at this preſent parted, and ſo far, 

"EET hat they ſhall never meet. 
Amar. Swain, *tis not ſo, 
For do but to yon hanging mountain go, 


iind there believe your eyes. | 
Sul. You do but hold 


ff with delays and trifles ; fare wel cold 
Ind frozen baſhfulneſs, unfit for men; 
\ Thus I falute thee virgin. 
Amar. And thus them 
bid you follow, catch me if you can. [Extt. 
Sul. And if I ſtay behind I am no man. 
= 1} : Exit running after ber. 
Enter PER1GOT. = 


Per. Night, do not ſteal away: I woo thee y 
ro hold a hard hand o'er the ruſty bit 
hat guides thy lazy team: go back again, 
ootes, thou that driv'ſt thy frozen wain 

Round as a ring, and bring a ſecond night 
ro hide my ſorrows from the coming light; 
ret not the eyes of men ſtare on my face, 
nnd read my falling, give me ſome black place 
Vor. II. G 
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Where never ſun- beam ſhot his wholeſom light, 9 I} 
That I may fit and pour out my ſad ſpright 'Y 
Like running water, never to be known 
After the forced fall and ſound is gone. 
Enter AMORET lacking for PER1GOT. = 
Amo. This is the bottom: Speak if thou be here, = 
My Perigot, thy Amoret, thy dear 
Calls on thy loved name, - 
Per. What art ? Who dare IF 
1 Tread theſe forbidden paths, where death and care 8 
{| {30 Dwell on the face of darkneſs ! 7 
| Amo. Tis thy friend, ; 
Thy Ameret, come hither, to give end 
To theſe conſumings ; look up, gentle boy, 
I have forgot thoſe pains and dear annoy 
I ſuffer'd for thy ſake, and am content 
To be thy love again ; why haſt thou rent 
Thoſe curled locks, where I have often hung 
Ribands, and damaſk-roſes, and have flung 
Waters diſtill'd to make thee freſh and gay, 
Sweeter than noſegays on a bridal day ? FE, 
Why doſt thou croſs thine arms, and hang thy face 
Dowa by thy boſom, letting fall apace 
From thoſe two little heav'ns upon the ground 
Show'rs of more price, more orient, and more round = 
Than thoſe that hang upon the moon's pale brow ? —_ 
Ceaſe theſe complainings, ſhepherd, I am now „ 
The ſame Jever was, as kind and free, 
And can forgive before you aſk of me. 
Indeed I can and will. 
Per. So ſpoke my fair. 
O you great working pow'rs of earth and air, 
Water and forming fire ! why have you lent 
Your hidden virtues to ſo ill intent ? 
Ev'n ſuch a face, fo fair, ſo bright of hue 
Had Amoret ; ſuch words, ſo ſmooth and new, 
Came flying from her tongue ; ſuch was her eye, 
And ſuch the pointed ſparkle that did fly | 
Forth like a bleeding ſhaft ; all is the ſame, 5 
The robe and buſkins, painted hook, and frame 5 
Of all her body. O me, Amoret ! Lf 7 
Amo. Shepherd, what means this riddle ? Who hath ſet i 
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So ſtrong a difference 'twixt myſelf and me 
That 1 am grown another? Look and fee : 
he ring that thou gav'ſt me, and about my wriſt 
That curious bracelet thou thyſelf did'ſt twiſt 
From thoſe fair treſſes: know'ſt thou Amoret ? 
& Hath not ſome newer love forc'd thee forget 
Thuy ancient faith? 
= Per. still nearer to my love; 
Theſc be the very words ſhe oft did prove 
pon my temper, ſo ſhe ſtill wou'd take 
- 2X Wonder into her face, and ſilent make | 
Signs with her head and hand, as who wou'd ſay, 


Shepherd, remember this another day. 
Amo. Am 1 not Amort? Where was I loſt ? 
Can there be heav'n, and time, and men, and moſt 
oc theſe unconſtant ? F aith, where art thou fled? 
Are all the vows and proteſtations dead, 
Ihe hands held up, the wiſhes, and the heart, 
Ils there not one remaining, not a part 
Pt all theſe to be found? Why then I ſee 
Men never knew that virtue, conſtancy. 
Per. Men ever were moſt bleſſed, till croſs fate 
Brought love and women forth, unfortunate 


To all that ever taſted of their ſmiles, 


2 


3 hoſe actions are all double, full of wiles : 
Like to the ſubtile hare, that fore the hounds 
Makes many turnings, leaps, and many rounds, 


This way and that way, to deceive the ſcent 
Pf her purſuers. | 
RE Amo. Tis but to prevent 
heir ſpeedy coming on, that ſeek her fall, 
The hands of cruel men, more beſtial, 
And of a nature more refuſing good 
Than beaſts themſelves, or fiſhes of the flood. 
Per. Thou art all theſe, and more than nature meant- 
When ſhe created all, frowns, joys, content; 
WE xtream fire for an hour, and preſently 
Colder than ſleepy poiſon, or the ſea, 
upon whoſe face fits a continual froſt : 
W Your actions over driven for the moſt, 
Then down again as low, that none can find 
W The riſe or falling of a woman's mind. 
G 3 
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32 THE FAITHFUL SHEPHERDESS. 
Amo. Can there be any age, or days, or time, 

Or tongues of men guilty ſo great a crime 

As wronging ſimple maid ? O Perigot, 

Thou that waſt yeſterday without a blot, 

Thou that waſt ev'ry good, and ev'ry thing 

That men call bleſſed; thou that waſt the ſpring 

From whence our looſer grooms drew all their beſt ; 


Thou that was always juſt, and always bleſt WM 


In faith and promiſe ; thou that hadſt the name = 
Of virtuous given thee, and madſt good the ſame | 
Ev'n from thy cradle; thou that waſt that all 
That men delighted in; oh what a fall 

Is this, to have been ſo, and now to be 

The only beſt in wrong and 3 3 
And I] to live to know this! And by me 5 
That lov'd thee dearer than mine eyes, or that 
Which we eſteem' d our honour, virgin ſtate ; 
Dearer than ſwallows love the early morn, 

Or dogs of chaſe the ſound of merry horn ; 
Dearer than thou thy new love, if thou haſt 
Another, and far dearer than the laſt ; 

Dearer than thou canſt love thyſelf, though all 
The ſelf-love were within thee that did fall 
With that coy ſwain that now is made a flow'r, 
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For whoſe dear ſake Eccho weeps many a ſhow's. _ 
And am I thus rewarded for my flame? 
Lov'd worthily to get a wantons name ? 2 
Come, thou forſaken willow, wind my head, - 0 


And noiſe it to the world my love is dead. 5 1 
I am forſaken, I am caſt away, == 
And left for every lazy groom to ſay, = 
I was unconſtant, light, and ſooner loſt 
'Than the quick clouds we ſee, or the chill froſt 
When the hot ſun beats on it. Tell me yet, +. 
Canſt thou not love again thy Amoret ? bY 
Per. Thou art not worthy of that bleſſed name; 3 
I muſt not know thee, fling thy wanton flame 
Upon ſome lighter blood, that may be hot 
With words and feigned paſſions: Perigot 
Was ever yet unſtain'd, and ſhall not now 
Stoop to the meltings of a borrow'd brow. 
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Amo. Then hear me, heav'n, to whom I call for right, 
ad you fair twinkling ſtars that crown the night ; 
Ind hear me woods, and filence of this place, 

1 1 Ind ye ſad hours that move a ſullen pace 

ear me ye ſhadows that delight to dwell 

In horrid darkneſs, and ye pow'rs of hell, 

"EV bilft I breathe out my laſt; I am that maid, 

EET hat yet untainted Amoret, that play'd 
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be careleſs prodigal, and gave away 
My ſoul to this young man, that now dares ſay 
am a ſtranger, not the ſame, more wild; 
and thus with much belief I was beguil'd. 
I am that maid, that have delay'd, deny'd, 
And almoſt ſcorn'd the love of all that try'd 
To win me, but this ſwain, and yet confeſs 
have been woo'd by many with no leſs 
Soul of affection, and have often had 
kings, belts, and cracknels ſent me from the lad 
rbat feeds his flocks down weſtward ; lambs and doves 
iy young Alexis, Daphnis ſent me gloves, 
il which I gave to thee : nor theſe, nor they 
irbat ſent them I did ſmile on, or e'er lay 
= p to my after-memory. But why | 
po I reſolve to grieve, and not to die? 
flappy had been the ſtroak thou gav'ſt, if home; 
iy this time had I found a quiet room 
WV here every ſlave is free, and every breaſt 
hat living breeds new care, now lies at reſt; 
And thither will poor Amoret. 
ök Per. Thou muſt. 
as ever any man ſo loth to truſt 
lis eyes as I ? Or was there ever yet 
ny ſo like as this to Amoret ? | 
bor whoſe dear ſake, I promiſe if there be 
living ſoul within thee, thus to free 
Thy body from it. 
Amo. So, this work hath end: 
Farewel and live, be conſtant to thy friend 
That loves thee next. 


[He hurts her again. 


Enter SATYR, PRERIG OT runs off. 


gat. See the day begins to break, 
1 And the light ſhoots like a ſtreak 
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Of ſubtle fire, the wind blows cold, 
While the morning doth unfold ; 
Now the birds begin to rouſe, 
And the ſquirrel from the boughs 
Leaps, to get him nuts and fruit; 
The early lark, that earſt was mute, 
Carols in the riſing day, 
Many a note and many a lay: 
Therefore here I end my watch, 
Leſt the wandring ſwain ſhould catch 
Harm, or loſe himſelf. Amo. Ah me! 
Sat. Speak again, what c'er thou be, 
I am ready, ſpeak I ſay : 
By the dawning of the day, 
By the pow'r of Night and Pan, 
I inforce thee ſpeak again. 
Amo. O I am moſt unhappy. 
Sat. Yet more blood! 
Sure theſe wanton ſwains are wood. 
Can there be a hand or heart, 
Dare commit ſo vile a part 
As this murder ? By the moon, 
That hide herſelf when this was done, 
Never was a ſweeter face : 
I will bear her to the place 
Where my goddcis keeps; and crave 
Her to give her life or grave. 


Enter CLORIN. 
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Clo. Here whilſt one patient takes his reſt ſecure 


T ſteal abroad to do another cure. 
Pardon, thou buried body of my love, 


That from thy fide I dare ſo ſoon remove; 


T will not prove unconſtant, I will leave 


Thee for an hour alone. When I deceive 
My, firſt made vow, the wildeſt of the wood 
Tear me, and o'er my grave let out my blood; 


T go by wit to'cure a lover's pain 


Which no herb can; being done, T'll come again. 


Enter THENOT. 


The. Poor ſhepherd, in this ſhade for ever lie, 


And ſeeing thy fair Clorin's cabin, die: 
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© hapleſs love, which being anſwer'd, ends; 
Ind as a little infant cries and bends 
gs tender brows, when rowling of his eye 
e hath eſpy'd ſome thing that gliſters nigh 
"ZW hich he wou'd have, yet give it him, away 
FH throws it ſtraight, and cries afreſh to play 
ich ſomething elſe : ſuch my affection, ſet 
n that which I ſhould loath, if I cou'd get. 
P; 1 Enter CLORIN. 
Co. See where he lyes; did ever man but he 
Pore any woman for her conſtancy 
o her dead lover, which ſhe needs muſt end 
Before ſhe can allow him for her friend, 
And he himſelf muſt needs the cauſe deſtroy, 
Por which he loves, before he can enjoy? 
Ppor ſhepherd, heav'n grant I at once may free 
Fhee from thy pain, and keep my loyalty. 
> Mecpherd, look up. 


be. Thy brightneſs doth amaze ! 
"0 Phebus may at noon bid mortals gaze, 
hy glorious conſtancy appears ſo bright, 
dare not meet the beams with my weak fight. 
Co. Why doſt thou pine away thyſelf for me? 
Ihe. Why doſt thou keep ſuch ſpotleſs conſtancy ? 
Co. Thou holy ſhepherd, ſee what for thy ſake 
Morin, thy Clorin, now dares undertake. [He ſtarts up. 
"XX The. Stay there, thou conſtant Clorin, if there be 
Net any part of woman left in thee 
o make thee light: think yet before thou ſpeak. 
Clio. See what a holy vow for thee I break. 
rhat already have my fame far ſpread, 
Por being conſtant to my lover dead. 
EEE The. Think yet, dear Clorin, of your love, how true, 
f you had died, he would have been to you. 
RE Cl. Yet all Pl loſe for thee. 
Phe. Think but how bleſt | 
ES conſtant woman is above the reſt. 
; RE Co. And offer up myſelf, here on this ground, 
vo be diſpos'd by thee. 
1 5 1 The. Why doſt thou wound 
Mis heart with malice againſt woman more, 
hat hatcd all the ſex, but thee, before? 
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How much more pleaſant had it been to me 
To die than to behold this change in thee ? 
Yet, yet, return, let not the woman ſway. ö 
Clo. Inſult not on her now, nor uſe delay, . 
Who for thy ſake hath ventur'd all her fame. 8 
The. Thou haſt not ventur'd, but bought certain ſhame, | 1 
Your ſex's curſe, foul falſhood, muſt and ſhall, _ 


I ſee, once in your lives, light on you all. 1 
I hate thee now : yet turn. | 1 


Clo. Be juſt to me: 3 
Shall I at once hoth loſe my fame and thee ? — 
The. Thou hadſt no fame, that which thou didſt like I + 
good F 4 5 j 
Was but thy appetite that ſway'd thy blood 
For that time to the beſt : for as a blaſt 
That through a houſe comes, uſually doth caſt 
Things out of order, yet by chance may come, 
And blow ſome one thing to his proper room ; 
So did thy appetite, and not thy zeal 
Sway thee by chance to do ſome one t thing well. 
Yet turn. - 

Clo. Thou doſt but try me if I would 
Forſake thy dear imbraces, for my old 
Love's, though he were alive : but do not fear. 

The. I do contemn thee now, and dare come near, 
And gaze upon thee; for methinks that grace 
Auſterity which ſat upon thy face 
Is gone, and thou like others; falſe maid, ſee, * 
This is the gain of foul inconſtancy. [Exit 

Clo. *Tis done, great Pan, I give thee thanks for it; 
What art could not have heal'd, is cur'd by wit. 


Enter THENOT again. 


The. Will ye be conſtant yet? Will ye remove 
Into the cabin to your buried love ? 
Clo. No let me die, but by thy fide remain. 
The. There's none ſhall know that thou didſt ever ſtain 
Thy worthy ſtrictneſs, but ſhalt honour'd be, 
And I will li a under this tree, 
And pine and die for thee with more delight, 
Than I have ſorrow now to know thee light. 
Clo. Let me have thee, and I'll be where thou wilt. 
The. Thou art of women's race, and full of guilt. 


5 THE FAITHFUL SHEPHERD ESS. 87 
E Farcwel all hope of that ſex; whilſt I thought 

| There was one good, I fear'd to find one naught : 

But ſince their minds I all alike eſpy, 

EZ Henceforth I'll chuſe as others, by mine eye. | 

| Clo. Bleſt be ye pow'rs! that give ſuch quick redreſs, 
And for my labours ſent ſo good ſucceſs. 

I rather chuſe, though I a woman be, : 

EZ He ſhould ſpeak ill of all, than die for me. [Exeunt. 
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Enter PRIEST, and OLD SHEPHERD. 


pHGPrieſt. 8 HEPHERDS, riſe and ſhake off ſleep, 
See the bluſhing morn doth peep 

Through the window, while the ſun 
RX To the mountain tops is run, 
RE Gilding all the vales below 

RX With his riſing flames, which grow 

= Greater by his climbing ſtill. 

Up ye lazy grooms, and fill 

Bag and bottle for the field; 

= Claſp your cloaks faſt, leſt they yield 

WW To the bitter north-eaſt wind. 
Call the maidens up, and find 
Who lay longeſt that ſhe may 
Go without a friend all day; 
Then reward your dogs, and pray 
Pan to keep you from decay : 
So unfold and then away. 
What, not a ſhepherd ſtirring ? Sure the grooms 
Have found their beds too eaſie, or the rooms 
Fill'd with ſuch new delight, and heat, that they 
Have both forgot their hungry ſheep, and day; 
Knock, that they may remember what a ſhame 
Sloth and neglect lays on a ſhepherd's name. 

Old Shep. It is to little purpoſe, not a ſwain 


This night hath known his lodging here, or lain 
Vor. II. K 


5s THE FAITHFUL SHEPHERDESS. A 
Within theſe cotes: the woods, or ſome near town, 4 
That is a neighbour to the bord'ring down, 
Hath drawn them thither, *bout ſome luſtful ſport, 
Or ſpiced waſſel-boul, to which reſort 
All the young men and maids of many a cote, 
Whilſt the trim minſtrel ſtrikes his merry note. 
Prieſt. God pardon fin, ſhow me the way that leads 
To any of their haunts. 
Old Shep. This to the meads, 
And that down to the woods. 
Prieſt. Then this for me; | 
Come, ſhepherd, let me crave your company. [Exeunt. 
Enter CLoRIN in her cabin, Alk x IS with ber. 


Clo. Now your thoughts are almoſt pure, 
And your wound begins to cure: 
Strive to vaniſh all that's vain, 
Leſt it ſhould break out again. 

Alex. Eternal thanks to thee thou holy maid : 
I find my former wandring thoughts well ſtaid 
Through thy wiſe precepts, and my outward pain, 
By thy choice herbs, is almoſt gone again: = 
Thy ſex's vice and virtue are reveal'd 
At once, for what one hurt another heal'd. 
Cle. May thy grief more appeaſe, 

Relapſes are the worft diſeaſe. 

Take heed how you in thought offend, 
So mind and body both will mend. 


Enter SATYR with AMORET. 


Amo. Be'ſt thou the wildeſt creature of the wood, 
That bear'ſt me thus away, drown'd ia my blood, 
And dying, know I cannot injur'd be, 
I am a maid, let that name fight for me. 

Sat. Faireſt virgin, do not fear 
Me, that doth thy body bear, 

Not to hurt, but heal'd to be; 

Men are ruder far than we. 

See fair goddeſs, in the wood 

They have let out yet more blood. 
Some ſavage man hath ſtruck her breaſt, 
So ſoft and white, that no wild beaſt 
Durſt *a touch'd, aſleep, or wake : 

So ſweet, that adder, newt, or ſnake, 


3 
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Would have lain from arm to arm, 


on her boſom to be warm 
All a night, and being hot, 


Gone away and ſtung her not. 
Quickly clap herbs to her breaſt ; 


1 A man ſure is a kind of beaſt. 


Clo. With ſpotleſs hand, on ſpotleſs breaſt 
I put theſe herbs, to give thee reſt : 
Which till it heal thee, will abide, 
If both be pure; if not, off ſlide. 
See it falls off from the wound : 


"=p | Shepherdeſs thou art not ſound, 


Full of luſt. Ws 
Sat. Who would have thought it, 


8o fair a face! 


Clo. Why that hath brought it. h 
Amo. For ought I know or think, theſe words, my laſt ; 
Yet Pan ſo help me as my thoughts are chaſte. 
Ci. And ſo may Pan bliſs this my cure, 
== As all my thoughts are juſt and pure; 
= Some uncleanneſs nigh doth lurk, 
That will not let my med'cines work. 
Satyr, Search if thou canſt find it. 
Sat. Here away methinks I wind it, 


3 Stronger yet 8 oh here they be, 


Here, here, in a hollow tree, 


== Two fond mortals have I found. 


Clo. Bring them out, they are unſound. 
Enter CLok, and DAPHNIS. 
Sat. By the fingers thus I wring ye, 
To my goddeſs thus I bring ye; 
Strife is vain, come gently in, 
I ſcented them, they're full of ſin. 


Clo. Hold thee, Satyr, take this glaſs, 
Sprinkle over all the place, 


3 Purge the air from luſtful breath, 


To fave this ſnepherdeſs from death, 
And ſtand you ftill whilſt I do dreſs 
Her wound for fear the pain increaſe. 

Sat. From this glaſs I throw a drop 
Of chriſtal water on the top 
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Of every graſs, on flow'rs a pair : 
Send a fume, and keep the air 
Pure and wholeſome, ſweet and bleſt, 
Till this virgin's wound be dreſt. 
Clo. Satyr, help to bring her in. 
Sat. By Pan, I think ſhe hath no fin, 
She is ſo light: lye on theſe leaves. 
Sleep, that mortal ſenſe deceives, 
Crown thine eyes, and eaſe thy pain, 
May'ſt thou ſoon be well again. 
Clo. Satyr, bring the ſhepherd near, 
Try him if his mind be clear. | 
Sat. Shepherd, come. 
Daph. My thoughts are pure. 
Sat. The better trial to endure. 
Clo. In this flame his finger thruſt, 
Which will burn him if he luſt; 
But if not, away will turn, 
As loth unſpotted fleſh to burn. 
See it gives back, let him go, 
Farewel mortal, keep thee ſo. 
Sat. Stay fair nymph, fly not ſo faſt, 
We muſt try if you be chaſte : 
Here's a hand that quakes for fear, 
Sure ſhe will not prove ſo clear. 
Clo. Hold her finger to the flame, 
That will yield her praiſe or ſhame. 
Sat. To her doom ſhe dares not ſtand, 
But plucks away her tender hand, 
And the taper darting ſends 
His hot beams at her fingers ends. 
O thou art foul within, and haſt 
A mind, if nothing elſe, unchaſte. 
Alex. Is not that Cloe? 'tis my Love, tis ſhe ; 
Cloe, fair Cloe. 
Cloe. My Alexis. Alex. He. 
Cloe. Let me embrace thee. Clo. Take her hence, 
Leſt her ſight diſturb his ſenſe. TX 
Alex. Take not her, take my life firſt. 
Clo. See, his wound again 1s burſt : 
Keep her near, here in the wood, 
*Till I have ſtopt theſe ſtreams of blocd. 
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YL Soon again he eaſe ſhall find, 
if 1 can but ſtill his mind. 
his curtain thus I do diſplay, 


Jo keep the piercing air away. [ Exernt. 
3 Enter OLD SHEPHERD and PRIEST. 
Prieſt. Sure they are loſt for ever; 'tis in vain 


XX To find them out with trouble and much pain, 


That have a ripe deſire, and forward will 
To fly the company of all but ill. 
What ſhall be counſell'd now, ſhall we retire, 
Or conſtant follow ſtill that firſt deſire 
We had to find them ? 
Old Shep. Stay a little while; 


3 For, if the morning's miſt doth not begvile 
My ſight with ſhadows, ſure I ſee a ſwain; 
= One of this jolly troop's come back again. 


Enter THENOT. 
Prieſt. Doſt thou not bluſh, young ſhepherd, to be known, 


* | Thus without care, leaving thy flocks alone, 
And following what deſire and preſent blood 
Shapes out before thy burning ſenſe for good, 


Having forgot what tongue hereafter may 

Tell to the world thy falling off, and ſay 

Thou art regardleſs both of good and ſhame, 

Spurning at virtue, and a virtuous name, 

And like a glorious deſp'rate man that buys 

A poiſon of much price, by which he dies, 

Doſt thou lay out ſor luſt, whoſe only gain 

Is foul diſeaſe, with preſent age and pain, 

And then a grave ? Theſe be the fruits that grow 

In ſuch hot veins that only beat to know h 

Where they may take moſt eaſe, and grow ambitious 

Through their own wanton fire, and pride delicious. 
The. Right holy Sir, I have not known this night, 

What the ſmooth face of mirth was, or the fight 

Of any looſeneſs ; muſic, joy and eaſe 

Have been to meas bitter drugs to pleaſe 

A ſtomach loſt with weakneſs, not a game 

That I am ſkill'd at throughly: nor a dame, 

Went her tongue ſmoother than the' feet of time, 

Her beauty ever living, like the rhime | 
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Our bleſſed Tityrus did ſing of yore, 
No, were ſhe more enticing than the ſtore 
Of fruitful ſummer, when the loaden tree 
Bids the faiat traveller be bold and free, 
* Twere but to me like thunder gainſt the bay, 
Whoſe lightning may incloſe, but never ſtay 
Upon his charmed branches; ſuch am I 
Againſt the catching flames of woman's eye. 
Prieſt. Then wherefor haſt thou wandred ? — 
The. Twas a vow : 1 1 
That drew me out laſt night, which I have now = 
Strictly perform'd, and homewards go to give 
_ Freſh paſture to my ſheep, that they may live. 
Prieſt. *Tis good to hear ye, ſhepherd, if the heart 
In this well ſounding muſic bear his part. 
Where have you left the reſt ? 
The. I have not ſeen, 
Since yeſternight we met upon this green 
To fold our flocks up, any of that train ; | 
Yet have I walk'd thoſe woods round, and have lain 
All this ſame night under an aged tree, 
| Yet neither wandring ſhepherd did I ſee, 
Or ſhepherdeſs, or drew into mine ear 
The ſound of living thing, unleſs it were 
The nightingale among the thick-leav'd ſpring 
That fits alone in ſorrow, and doth ſing 
Whole nights away in mourning ; or the owl, 
Or our great enemy that ſtill doth howl 
Againſt the moon's cold beams. 
Prieſt. Go, and beware 
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Of after falling. . 
The. Father, tis my Care. [ Exit Thenot, 3 


Enter DAPHNIS. 


Old Shep. Here comes another ſtraggler, ſure I ſee 
A ſhame in this young ſhepherd, Daphnis / 


TI = TT HR 


Daph. He. 3 
Prieſt. Where haſt thou left the reſt, that ſhould have 
Long before this, grazing upon the green | [ been, 


Their yet impriſon'd flocks ? 
Daph. Thou holy man, 
Give me a little breathing, till I can 
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Ze able to unfold what I have ſeen ; 
such horror, that the like hath never been 
Known to the car of ſhepherd : Oh my heart 
Labours a double motion to impart 
o heavy tidings ! You all know the bow'r 
Where the chaſte Clorin lives, by whoſe great pow'r 
ick men and cattle have been often cur'd, 

There lovely Amoret, that was affur'd 
o luſty Perigot, bleeds out her life, 
or'd by ſome iron hand and fatal knife; 
And by her young Alexis. 
Enter Au ARILLISs, running from ber Sullen ſhepherd. 


Ama. If there be 
ver a neighbour-brook, or hollow tree, 
Receive my body, cloſe me up from luſt 
hat follows at my heels; be ever juſt, 
Thou god of ſhepherds, Pan, for her dear ſake 
bat loves the rivers brinks, and ſtill doth ſhake. 
In cold remembrance of thy quick purſuit : 
et me be made a reed, and ever mute, 
Nod to the waters fall, while ev'ry blaſt 
ings through my lender leaves that I was chaſte. 
Pirieſt. This is a night of wonder: Amarill 
Bc comforted, the holy gods are ſtill 
Revengers of theſe wrongs. 
Ana. Thou bleſſed man, 
lonour'd upon theſe plains, - and lov'd of Pan, 
lear me, and fave, from endleſs infamy, 
Ny yet unblaſted flow'r, virginity. 
By all the garlands that have crown'd that head, 
y thy chaſte office, and the marriage-bed 
hat ſtill is bleſt by thee, by all the rites 
Due to our god, and by thoſe virgin lights 
hat burn before his altar, let me not 
Fall from my former ſtate, to gain the blot 
That never ſhall be purg'd. I am not now 
hat wanton Amarillis ! here I vow 
To heav'n, and thee grave father, if Imay 
Scape this unhappy night to know the day, 
To live a virgin, never to endure 
The tongues, or company of men impure. 
I hear him come, ſave me. 


Ot. 


we 
en, 


I muſt not be deluded. 
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Prieſt. Retire a while ; 


Behind this buſh, till we have known that vile 
Abuſer of young maidens. 


Enter SULLEN SHEPHERD. 


Sull. Stay thy pace, . 
Moſt loved Amarillis, let the chaſe 
Grow calm and milder, fly me nat ſo faſt, 
I fear the pointed brambles have unlac'd 
Thy golden buſkins ; turn again and ſee 
Thy thepherd follow, that is ſtrong and free, | = 
Able to give thee all content and eaſe. = 
I am not baſhful, virgin, I can pleaſe == 
At firſt encounter, hug thee in mine arm, 
And give thee many kiſſes, ſoft and warm, 
As thoſe the ſun prints on the ſmiling cheek 
Of plums or mellow peaches; I am fleck 
And ſmooth as Neptune, when ſtern Eolus 
Locks up his ſurly winds, and nimbl J thus 
Can ſhe my active youth; why doſt thou fly ? 
Remember, Amarillis, it was I 
That kill'd Alexis for thy ſake, and ſet 
An everlaſting hate twixt Amoret 
And her beloved Perigot ; twas I 
That drown'd her in the well, where ſhe muſt lye 
Till time ſhall leave to be; then turn again, 
Turn with thy open arms, and clip the ſwain 
That hath perform'd all this; turn, turn I ſay : 


Why, 


Prieſt. Monſter, ſtay. 
Thou that art like a canker to the ſtate 
Thou liv'ſt and breath'ſt in, eating with debate 
Through every honeſt boſom, forcing (till 
The veins of any that may ſerve thy will, 
Thou that haſt offer d with a ſinful hand 
To ſeize upon this virgin, that doth ſtand 
Yet trembling here. - 

Sull. Good holineſs, declare 
What had the danger been, if being bare 
I had embrac'd her, tell me by your art, 
What coming wonders would that fight impart ? 

Prieſt. Luſt, and a branded ſoul. 
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| Full. Yet tell me more, 

XX Hath not our mother nature, for her ſtore 

And great increaſe, ſaid it is good and juſt, 

And wills that every living creature muſt 

WE Begct his like? 

1 Prieſt. Ve are better read than I, 

I muſt confeſs, in blood and lechery. 

Now to the bow'r, and bring this beaſt along, 

Where he may ſuffer penance for his wrong [Exeunt. 


Enter PERIGO T with his hand bloody. 


Per. Here will I waſh it in this morning's dew, 
| EE Which ſhe on every little graſs doth ſtrew 
In ſilver drops againſt the ſun's appear: 
x *Tis holy water, and will make me clear. 
My hand will not be cleans'd. My wronged love, 
lf thy chaſte ſpirit in the air yet move, 
Look mildly down on him that yet doth ſtand 
All full of guilt, thy blood upon his hand; 
And though I ſtruck thee undeſervedly, « 
Let my revenge on her that injur'd thee 
Make leſs a fault which I intended not, 
And let theſe dew drops waſh away my ſpot. 
RE It will not cleanſe. O to what ſacred flood 
ball I reſort to waſh away this blood? 
== Amidſt theſe trees the holy Clorin dwells - 
ln a low cabin of cut boughs, and heals 
All wounds: to her I will myſelf addreſs, 
And my raſh faults repentantly confeſs ; 
Perhaps ſhe'll find a means, by art or pray'r, 
= To make my hand, with chaſte blood ſtained, fair: 
That done, not far hence, underneath ſome tree 
' have a little cabin built, fince ſhe 
Whom I ador'd is dead ; there will I give 
Myſelf to ſtrictneſs, and like Clorin live. | [ Exit. 


The curtain is drawn, CLORIN appears ſitting in the cabin, A- 
MORET ſitting on the one ſide of her, ALEX IS and CLox, 
on the other, the SATYR ſtanding by. 


Clor. Shepherd, once more your blood is ſtaid, 
Take example by this maid, 
Who is heal'd &er you be pure, 
So hard it is lewd luſt to cure. 

Vor. II. I 
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Take heed then how you turn your eye 

On each other luſtfully: 

And ſhepherdeſs, take heed leſt you 

Move his willing eye thereto; 

Let no wring, nor pinch, nor ſmile 

Of yours, his weaker ſenſe beguile. 

Is your love yet true and chaſte, 

And for ever ſo to laſt ? 
Alex. I have forgot all vain deſires, 

All looſer thoughts, ill temper'd fires. 

True love I find a pleaſant fume, 

Whoſe mod'rate heat can ne'er conſume. 
Cloe. And I a new fire feel in me, 

Whoſe chaſte flame is not quencht to be. 
Clor. Join your hands with modeſt touch, 

And for ever keep you ſuch. 


Enter PER1IGOT. 


Per. Yon is her cabin, thus far off I'll ſtand, 
And call her forth :. For my unhallow'd hand 
I dare not bring ſo near yoa ſacred place. 
Clorin, come forth, and do a timely grace 
To a poor ſwain. 
Clor. What art thou that doſt call ? 
Clorin is ready to do good to all: 
Come near. 
Per. I dare not. 
Clor. Satyr, ſee 
Who is it that calls on me. 
Sat. There at hand ſome ſwain doth ſtand, 
Stretching out a bloody hand. 
Per. Come, Clorin, ling the holy waters clear, 
To waſh my hand. 
Clor. What wonders have been here 
To night! Stretch forth thy hand, young Grain, 
Waſh and rub it, whilſt I rain 
Holy water. | 
Per. Still you pour, | 4 
But my hand will never ſcour. | 
Clor. Satyr, bring him to the bower, 
We will try the lovereign power 
Of other waters. 
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| Sat. Mortal, ſure | 
"Tis the blood of maiden pure 
That ſtains thee ſo. 


The Sa TvR leadeth him to the bower, where he ſpicth Au o- 
RET; kneeling down, ſbe knoweth him. 


Per. Whate*er thou be, 
Be'ſt thou her ſpright, or ſome divinity, 
That in her ſhape thinks good to walk this grove, 
| Pardon poor Peri got. 
Amo. 1 am thy love, 
1hy Amoret, for evermore thy love: 
Strike once more on my naked breaſt, I'll prove 
As conſtant ſtill. O cou'dſt thou love me yet; 
How ſoon ſhou'd I my former griefs forget! 
Per. So over-great with joy that you live, now 
I am, that no defire of knowing how 
Doth ſeize me; haſt thou ſtill pow'r to forgive ? 
Amo. Whilſt thou haſt pow'r to love, or I to live; 
More welcome now than had'ſt thou never gone 
Aſtray from me. 
Per. And when thou lov'ſt alone 
| And not I thee, death, or ſome lingring pain 
That's worſe, light on me. 

Clor. Now your ſtain 
This perhaps will cleanſe again; 
See the blood that earſt did ſtay, 
With the water drops away. 
All the pow'rs again are pleas'd, . 
And with this new knot are appeas'd. 
Join your hands, and riſe together, 
Pan be bleſt that brought you hither. 

Enter PRIEST, and OLD SHEPHERD. 

Clor. Go back again what e'er thou art, unleſs 
Smooth maiden thoughts poſſeſs thee ; do not preſs 
This hallow'd ground. Go, Satyr, take his hand, 
And give him preſent trial. | 
Sat. Mortal, ſtand, 
Till by fire I have made known 
Whether thou be ſuch a one, 
That may'ſt freely tread this place. 
Hold thy hand up ; never was 
More untainted fleſh than this. 
Faireſt, he is full of bliſs. 
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Clor. Then boldly ſpeak, why doſt thou ſeek this place! 

Prieſt. Firſt, honour'd virgin, to behold thy face 
Where all good dwells that is : Next, for to try 
The truth of late report was giv'n to me: 

Thoſe ſhepherds that have met with foul miſchance, 
Through much negle&, and more ill governance, 
Whether the wounds they have may yet endure 
The open air, or ſtay a longer cure. 

And laſtly, what the doom may be ſhall light 
Upon thofe guilty wretches, through whoſe ſpight 
All this contuſion fell : For to this place, 

Thou holy maiden, have I brought a brace ; 
Of theſe offenders, who have freely told, 8 
Both why, and by what means they gave this bold 
Attempt upon their lives. 

Clor. Fume all the ground, . 
And ſprinkle holy water, for unſound F 
And foul infection gins to fill the air, 3 
It gathers yet more ſtrongly ; take a pair 
Of cenſors fill'd with frankincenſe and mirth, 
Together with cold camphyr : Quickly ſtic 
Thee, gentle Satyr, for the place begins 
To ſweat and labour with th' abhorred ſins 
Of thoſe offenders ; let them not come nigh, 
For full of itching flame and leproſie 
Their very ſouls are, that the ground goes back, 
And ſhrinks to feel the ſullen weight of black 
And ſo unheard of venom ;  hye thee faſt, 

Thou holy man, and baniſh from the chaſte 
Theſe manlike monſters, let them never more 
Be known upon theſe downs, but long before 
The next ſun's riſing, put them from the fight 
And memory of every honeſt _ 
Be quick in expedition, leſt the ſores | 
Of theſe weak patients break into new gores. [Exit Prieft 
Per. My dear, dear Amoret, how happy are 
Thoſe bleſſed pairs, in whom a little jar 
Hath bred an everlaſting love, too ſtrong 
For time, or ſteel, or envy to do wrong ! 
How do you feel your hurts? Alas poor heart, 


How much I was abus'd ; give me the ſmart, 
For it is juſtly mine. 
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Amo. I do believe. 
It is enough, dear friend, leave off to grieve, 
And let us once more, in deſpight of ill, 
Give hands and hearts again. 
Per. With better will 
Than e'er I went to find in hotteſt day 
Cool chriſtal of the fountain, to allay 
My eager thirſt : may this band never break, 
Hear us O heav'n! 
Amo. Be conſtant. 
| Per. Elſe Pan wreak, 
With double vengeance, my diſloyalty 
Let me not dare to know the company 
Of men, or any more behold thoſe eyes. 
Amo. Thus, ſhepherd, with a kiſs all envy dyes. 


1 


Enter PRIEST. 


Prieſt. Bright maid, Ihave perform'd your will; the ſwain 
In whom ſuch heat and black rebellions reign 
Hath undergone your ſentence, and diſgrace : 
Only the maid I have reſerv'd, whoſe face 
Shews much amendment, many a tear doth fall 
In ſorrow of her fault ; great fair, recal 
Your heavy doom, in hope of better days, 
Which I dare promiſe ; once again upraiſe 
Her heavy ſpirit, that near drowned lies 
In ſelf-conſuming care that never dies. 

Clor. I am content to pardon, call her in; 
The air grows cool again, and doth begin 
To purge itſelf ? how bright the day doth ſhow 
After this ſtormy cloud ! Go, Satyr, go, 

And with this taper boldly try her hand. 

If ſhe be pure and good, and firmly ſtand 

To be ſo ſtill, we have perform'd a work 

Worthy the gods themſelves. [Satyre brings Amarillis in. 

Sat. Come forward maiden, do not lurk, 
Nor hide your face with grief and ſhame ; 
Now or never get a name 
That may raiſe thee, and re-cure 
All thy life that was impure : 

Hold your hand unto the flame; 
If thou be'ſt a perfect dame, 
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Or haſt truly vow'd to mend, 
This pale fire will be thy friend. 
See the taper hurts her not. 

Go thy ways, let never ſpot 
Henceforth ſeize upon thy blood. 
Thank the gods, and ſtill be good. | 
Clor. Young ſhepherdeſs, now ye are brought again 
To virgin ſtate, be ſo, and ſo remain 

To thy laſt day, unleſs the faithful love 

Of ſome good ſhepherd force thee to remove; 

Then labour to be true to him, and live 

As ſuch a one, that ever ſtrives to give 

A bleſſed memory to after time, 

Be famous for your good, not for your crime. 

Now holy man, I offer up again 

Theſe patients full of health, and free from pain : 
Keep them from after ills, be ever near 

Unto their actions, teach them how to clear 

The tedious way they paſs through, from ſuſpect, 
Keep them from wronging others, or neglect 

Of duty in themſelves, correct the blood 

With thrifty bits and labour, let the flood, 

Or the next neighbouring ſpring give remedy 

To greedy thirſt and travel, not the tree 
That hangs with wanton cluſters; let not wine, 
Unleſs in ſacrifice, or rites divine, 

Be ever known of ſhepherds, have a care 

Thou man of holy life. Now do not ſpare 

Their faults through much remiſneſs, nor forget 

To cheriſh him, whoſe pains and ſweat 

Hath giv'n increaſe, and added to the downs. 

Sort all your ſhepherds from the lazy clowns 

That feed their heifers in the budded brooms : 
Teach the young maidens ſtrictneſs, that the grooms 
May ever fear to tempt their blowing youth; 
Baniſh all compliments, but fingle truth, 

From every tongue, and every ſhepherd's heart, 
Let them ſtill uſe perſuading , but no art : 

Thus, holy Prieſt, I wiſh to thee and theſe, 

All the beſt goods and comforts that may pleaſe. 

Alex. And all thoſe bleſſings heav'n did ever give, 

We pray upon this bow'r may ever live. 
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THE FAITHFUL SHEPHERDESS. 71 


Prieſt. Kneel ev'ry ſhepherd, while with pow'rful hand 
Ibleſs your after-labours, and the land 
You feed your flocks upon. Great Pan defend you 
From misfortune, and amend you, 
Keep you from thoſe dangers ſtil}, 
That are follow'd by your will; 
Give ye means to know at length 
All your riches, all your ſtrength, 
Cannot keep your feet from falling 
To lewd luſt, that ſtill is calling 
At your cottage, till his pow'r 
Bring again that golden hour 
Of peace and reſt to every ſoul. 
May his care of you controul 
All diſeaſes, ſores or pain, 


WW That in after time may reign, 


Either in your flocks or you ; 

Give ye all affections new, 

New deſires, and tempers new, 

That ye may be ever true. 

Now riſe and go, and as ye paſs away, 
Sing to the god of ſheep, that happy lay, 
That honeſt Dorus taught ye, Dorus, he 

{ That was the ſoul and god of melody. 


n. 

All ye woods, and trees, and bow'rs, 
All ye virtues and ye pow'rs 
That inhabit in the lakes, 
In the pleaſant ſprings or brakes, 

Move your feet 

To our ſound, 

Whilſt we greet 

All this ground, 
With his honour and his name 
That defends our flocks from blame. 
He is great, and he is juſt, 
He is ever good, and muſt 
Thus be honour d. Daffadillies, 
Roſes, pinks, and loved lillies, 

Let us fling, | 

Whilſt we ſing, 

Ever holy, 

Ever holy, 
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Ever bonour'd, ever young, 
Thus great Pan is ever ſung. 


Sat. Thou divineſt, faireſt, brighteſt, 
Thou moft pow'rful maid, and whiteſt, 
Thou moſt virtuous and moſt bleſſed 
Eyes of ſtars, and golden treſſed 
Like Apollo, tell me, ſweeteſt, 

What new ſervice now is meeteſt 

For the Satyr? ſhall I ſtray 

In the middle air, and ſtay 

The failing rack, or nimbly take 
Hold by the moon, and gently make 
Suit to the pale queen of night 

For a beam to give thee light ? 

Shall I dive into the ſea, 

And bring thee coral, making wa 
Through the riſing waves that f. 

In ſnowy fleeces ? deareſt, ſhall 

I catch the wanton fawns, or flyes, 
Whoſe woven wings the ſummer dyes 
Of many colours? get thee fruit? 

Or ſteal from heav'n old Orpheus lute ? 
All theſe I'll venture for, and more 
To do her ſervice all theſe woods adore. 

Clor. No other ſervice, Satyr, but thy watch 
About theſe thickets, leſt harmleſs people catch 
Miſchief or ſad miſchance. 

Sat. Holy virgin, I will dance 
Round about theſe woods as quick 
As the breaking light, and prick 
Down the lawns, and down the vales 
Faſter than the wind-mill ſails. 

So I take my leave, and pray 
All the comforts of the day, 
Such as Phebus heat doth ſend 
On the earth, may ſtill befriend 
Thee and this arbour. 
Clor. And to thee, 


All thy maſter's love be free. [Exeunt om: 


The End of the Faithful Shepherdeſs. 
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BUT that it would take from our modeſty 
To praiſe the writer, or the comedy, 
Till your fair ſuffrage crown it; T ſhould ſay, 
You're all moſt welcome to no vulgar play ; 
And, ſo far, we are confident : If be, 
That made it, ſtill lives in your memory: 
You will expe what we preſent to night, 
Should be judg'd worthy. of your ears and ſight. 
You ſhall hear Fletcher in it, his true ſtrain, 
And neat expreſſions. Living, he did gain 
Your good opinions; but, now dead, commends 
This orphan to the care of noble friends: 
And may it raiſe in you content and mirth, 
And be receiv'd for a legitimate birth ! 

Your grace erects new trophies to his fame, 

And. hall to after-times preſerve his name, 
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The PERSONS, 


M E N. 


Lewis, a Lord. 
MiRamonrT, a Gentleman. 
BRIs Ac, a Juſtice, Brother to Miramont. 


CuARLESs, a Scholar, : 
EUSTACE, a ED þ Sons to Briſac. 


EGREMONT, . 
Cows v, : two courtiers, dependants on Euſtace. 


Axp zw, Servant to Charles, 
Cook, : 


BuTLER, 5 
PRIEST, 

NOTARY. 
SERVANTS, 
OFFICERS, 


W-O ME Ne 


ANGELLINA, daughter to Lenyis, 
SYLVI1A, her woman. 

LiLLY, Wife to Andrew. 
LApDIEsS. 


L f [I. 


Would iſt thou all wit, all comic art ſurvey? 
Read here and wonder ; Fletcher writ the Play. 
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EL DER BROTHER. 


ACTL SCENE | 


Enter LEWIS, ANGELLINA, and SYLVIA, 


LEWIS. 


AY, I muſt walk you farther. 
Ang. I am tir'd, Sir, 

And ne'er ſhall foot it home. 

Lew. Tis far your health; 
The want of exerciſe takes from your beauties, 
And ſloth dries up your ſweetneſs : That you arc 
My only daughter, and my heir, is granted; 
And you in thankfulneſs muſt needs acknowlege 
You ever find me an indulgent father, 
And open-handed. Ang. Nor can you tax me, Sir, 
I hope, for want of duty to deſerve 15 
Theſe favours from you. Leu. No, my Angellina, 
T love and cheriſh thy obedience to me, 
Which my care, to advance thee, ſhall confirm ; 
All, that I aim at, is to win thee from 

The practice of an ide fooliſh ſtate 
Us'd by great women, who think any labour 
(Though in the ſervice of themſelves) a blemiſh 
To their fair fortunes. Ang. Make me underſtand, Sir, 
What tis you point at. Lew. At the cuſtom, how 
Virgins of wealthy familics waſte their youth ; 
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After a long ſleep, when you wake, your woman 
Preſents your breakfaſt, then you ſleep again, 
Then riſe, and being trimm'd up by others' hands, 
You're led to dinner, and that ended, either 
To cards or to your couch (as if you were 
Born without motion) after this to ſupper, 
And then to bed: And ſo your life runs round 
Without variety, or action, daughter. 
Syl. Here's a lcarn'd lecture 
Lew. From this idleneſs, 
Diſeaſes, both in body, and in mind, 
Grow ſtrong upon you; where a ſtirring nature, 
With wholſome exerciſe, guards both from danger; 
I'd have thee riſe wi' th* ſun, walk, dance, or hunt, 
Viſit the groves and ſprings, and learn the virtues 
Of plants and fimples : Do this moderately, 
And thou ſhalt not, with eating chalk, or coals, 
Leather and oatmeal, and ſuch other traſh, 
Fall into the green-fickneſs. Syl. With your pardon, 
(Were you but pleas'd to miniſter it) I cou'd 
Preſcribe a remedy for my lady's health, 
And her delight too, far tranſcending thoſe 
Your lordſhip but now mention'd. 
Lew. What is it, Sylvia? 
Sy]. What is't ? a noble huſband : In that word, 
A noble huſband, all content of woman 
Is wholly comprehended ; he will rouſe her, 
As you ſay, with the ſun; and ſo pipe to her, 
As ſhe will dance, ne'er doubt it; and hunt with her, 
Upon occaſion, until both be weary ; 
And then the knowlege of your plants and ſimples, 
As I take it, were ſuperfluous : A loving, and 
But add to it, a gameſome bedfellow, 
Being the ſure phyſician. Lew. Well ſaid, wench. 
Ang. And who gave you commiſſion to deliver 
Your verdict, minion ? Syl. I deſerve a fee, 
And not a frown, dear madam : I but ſpeak 
Her thoughts, my lord, and what her modeſty 
Refuſes to give voice to. Shew no merc 
To a maidenhead of fourteen, but off with 't: 
Let her loſe no time, Sir ; fathers, that deny 
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Their daughters lawful pleaſures, when ripe for them, 


THE ELDER BROTHER. 


In ſome kind edge their appetites to taſte of 

The fruit that is forbidden. Lew. *Tis well urg'd, 
And I approve it : No more bluſhing, girl, 

Thy woman hath ſpoke truth, and ſo prevented 
What I meant to move to thee. There dwells near us 
A gentleman of blood, Monſieur Briſac, 

Of a fair ſtate, ſix thouſand crowns per annum, 

The happy father of two hopeful ſons, 

Of different breeding ; the elder, a meer ſcholar ; 
The younger, a quaint courtier. 

Ang. Sir, I know them | 

By public fame, though yet I never faw them; 

And that oppos'd antipathy, between 

Their various diſpoſitions, renders them 

The general diſcourſe and argument ; 

One part inclining to the ſcholar Charles, 

The other fide preferring Euſtace, as | 
A man compleat in courtſhip. Lew. And which way 
(If of theſe two you were to chuſe a huſband) 

Doth your affection ſway you? Ang. To be plain, Sir, 
(Since you will teach me boldneſs) as they are 
Simply themſelves, to neither: let a courtier 

Be never ſo exact, let him be bleſs' d with 

All parts that yield him to a virgin gracious ; 

If he depend on others, and ſtand not 

On his own bottoms, though he have the means 

To bring his miſtreſs to a maſque, or by 

Conveyance from ſome great one's lips, to taſte 

Such favour from the king's : Or grant, he purchaſe, 
Precedency in the country, to be ſworn 

A ſervant extraordinary to the queen; 

Nay, though he live in expectation of 

Some huge preferment in reverſion ; if 

He want a preſent fortune, at the beſt 

Thoſe are but glorious dreams, and only yield him 
A happineſs in poſſe, not in eſſe ; 

Nor can they fetch him ſilks from th' mercer ; nor 
Diſcharge a tailor's bill, nor in full plenty, 

Which ſtill preſerves a quiet bed at home, 

Maintain a family. Lew. Aptly conſider'd, 

And to my wiſh : But what's thy cenſure of 

The ſcholar ? Ang. Troth, if he be nothing elſe, 
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80 THE ELDER BROTHER. 
As of the courtier ; all his ſongs, and ſonnets, 
His anagrams, acroſtiehs, epigrams, 
His deep and philoſophical diſcourſe 
Of nature's hidden ſecrets, make not up 
A perfect huſband ; he can hardly borrow 
The ſtars of the celeſtial crown to make me 
A tire for my head; nor Charles's wan for a coach, 
Nor Ganymede for a page, nor a rich gown 
From Juno's wardrobe; nor wou'd I lye-in, 
For I deſpair not once to be a mother, 
Under heav'ns ſpangled canopy, or banquet 
My gueſts and goſhps with imagin'd nectar ; 
Pure Orleans would do better; no, no, father, 
Though I cou'd be well pleas'd to have my huſband 
A courtier, and a ſcholar, young, and valiant, 
Theſe are but gaudy nothings, if there be not 
Something to make a ſubſtance. Lew. And what's that? 
Ang. A full eſtate; and, that ſaid, I've ſaid all; 
And get me ſuch a one with theſe additions, 
Farewel, virginity ! and welcome, wedlock ! 
Lew. But where 1s ſuch one to be met with, daughter ? 
A black ſwan is more common, you may wear - 
Grey treſſes cer we find him. Ang. I am not 
So punctual in all ceremonies, I will bate 
Two or three of theſe good parts, before I'll dwell 
Too long upon the choice. 
Syl. Only, my lord, remember, 
That he be rich and active; for, without theſe, 
The others yield no reliſh, but theſe perfect, 
You muſt bear with ſmall faults, madam. 
- Lew. Merry wench, 
And it becomes you well; I'll to Briſac, 
And try what may be done ; i'th' mean time, home, 
And feaſt thy thoughts with th' pleaſures of a bride. 
Syl. Thoughts are but airy food, Sir; let her taſte them. 
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Enter Ax DpREW, Cook, and BUTLER: 


And. Unload part of the library, and make rooni 
For th' other dozen of cards; I'll ſtraight be with you. 
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Cook. Why, hath he more books ? 

And. More than ten marts ſend over. 

But, And can he tell their names ? 

And. Their names | he has em 
As perfect as his pater noſter, but that's nothing; 
Fas read them over leaf by leaf three thouſand times ; 
But here's the wonder, though their weight wou'd fink 


A Spaniſb carrack, without other ballaſt ; 


He carrieth them all in his head, and yet 
He walks upright. But. Surely, he has a ſtrong brain. 
And. If all thy pipes of wine were fill'd with books, 


9 Made of the barks of trees, or myſt'ries writ in 
old moth-caten vellom, he wou'd ſip thy cellar 


Quite dry, and ſtill be thriſty : then for's diet, 
He eats and digeſts more volumes at a meal, 


, | Than there would be larks, (though the ſky ſhould fall) 
== Dcvour'd in a month in Paris, yet fear not, : 
bons o' th' buttery, and kitchin, though his learn'd ſtomach 


Cannot be appeas'd, he'll ſeldom trouble you, 

His knowing ſtomach contemns your black-jacks, butler, 

And your flagons; and, cook, thy boil'd, thy roaſt, thy bak'd. 
Cook. How liveth he ? 
And. Not as other men do, 


| Few princes fare like him; he breaks his faſt 


With Ariſtotle, dines with Tully, takes 

His watering with the Muſes, ſups with Livy, 

Then walks a turn or two in Via Lada, 

And, after ſix hours' conference with the ſtars, 

Sleeps with old Erra Pater. But. This is admirable. 
And. I'll tell you more hereafter. Here's my old maſter, 


And another old ignorant elder ; I'll upon 'em. 


Enter BRISAC, and LEWIS. 


Bri. What, Andrew? welcome; where's my Charles ? 
ſpeak, Andrew ; 


| Where didſt thou leave thy maſter? And. Contemplating 


The number of the ſands in the high-way ; 

And, from that, purpoſes to make a judgment 

Of the remainder in the ſea : he is, Sir, 

In ſerious ſtudy, and will loſe no minute, 

Nor out of's pace to knowlege. Lew. This is ſtrange. 
And. Yet he hath ſent his duty, Sir, before him 


In this fair manuſcript. Bri. What have we here ? 
Vor. II. | 
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Pot-hooks and andirons! And. I much pity you, 
It is the Syrian character, or the Arabic. 
Wou'd you have it ſaid, fo great and deep a ſcholar, 
As maſter Charles is, ſhould aſk bleſſing 
In any chriſtian language? Were it Greek, 
I — interpret for you; but, indeed, 
I'm gone no farther. Bri. And in Greek you can 
Lie with your ſmug wife Lilly. And. If I keep her 
From your French dialect, (as I hope I ſhall, Sir;) 
However ſhe is your landreſs, ſhe ſhall put you 
To the charge of no more ſoap than uſual 
For th' waſhing of your ſheets. Bri. Take in the knave, 
And let him eat. And. And drink too, Sir. 

Bri. And drink too, 
And ſee your maſter's chamber ready for him. 

But. Come, doctor Andreu, without diſputation 
Thou ſhalt commence i'the cellar. And. I had rather 
Commence on a cold bak'd meat. 

Cook. Thou ſhalt ha't, boy. | 

Bri. Good monſieur Lewis, I eſteem myſelf 
Much honouz'd in your clear intent to join 
Our ancient families, and make them one; - 
And 'twill take from my age and cares, to live 
And ſee what you have purpos'd, put in act, 
Of which your viſit at this prefent is 
A hopeful omen; I each minute expecting 
Th' arrival of my ſons; I have not wrong'd 
Their birth for want of means and education, 
To ſhape them to that courſe each was addicted ; 
And therefor that we my proceed diſcreetly, 
Since what's concluded raſhly ſeldom — + 
And then, from your allowance, your fair daughter 

May faſhion her affection. Lew. Monſieur Briſac, 
You offer fair and nobly, and I'll meet you 
In the ſame line of honour; and, I hope, 
Being bleſt but with one daughter, I ſhall not 
Appear impertinently curious, 
Though, with my outmoſt vigilance and ſtudy, 
I labour to beſtow her to her worth : 
Let others ſpeak her form, and future fortune 
From me deſcending to her; I in that 


Sit down with fileace. Bri. You may, my lord, ſecurely; 


[Exeunt. 
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Since fame aloud proclaimeth her perfections, 
Commanding all mens tongues to ſing her praiſes ; 
Should I ſay more, you well might cenſure me 
(What yet I never was) a flatterer. 

What trampling's that without of horſes ? 


Enter BUTLER. 


But. Sir, my young maſters are newly alighted. 
Bri. Sir, now obſerve their ſeveral diſpoſitions. 


Enter CHARLES. 


Char. Bid my ſubſizer carry my hackney to 
The butt'ry, and give him his bever; it is a civil 
And ſober beaſt, and will drink moderately; 
And, that done, turn him into the quadrangle. 
== Bri. He cannot out of his univerſity tone. 


Enter EUSTACE, EGREMON T, and Cows v. 


Euſt. Lackey, take care our courſes he well rub'd, 

And cloath'd, they have out- ſtrip'd the wind in ſpeed. 
Lew. Ay, marry, Sir, there's metal in this young fellow ! 

What a ſheep's look his elder brother has ! 

Char. Your bleſſing, Sir? Bri. Riſe, Charles, thou haſt it. 

Euſt. Sir, though it be unuſual in the court, 

(Since 'tis the country's garb) I bend my knee, 

And do expect what follows. Bri. Courtly beg'd, 

My bleſſing; take it 
Euſt. (to Lew.) Your lordſhip's vow'd adorer. 

What a thing this brorher is! Yet I'll vouchſafe him 

The new Italian ſhrug ————how clowniſhly 

The book-worm does return it. 

Char. I'm glad, ye are well. [ Reads. 

Euſt. Pray you, be happy in the knowlege of 

This pair of moſt accompliſh'd monſieurs, 

They are gallants that have ſeen both tropics. 

Bri. J embrace their love. 

Egre. Which we'll repay with ſervice. 

Cow. And will report your bounty in the court. 

Bri. I pray you, make deſerving uſe on't firſt. 

Euſtace, give entertainment to your friends; 

What's in my houſe is theirs. 

Euſt. Which we'll make uſe of; 3 "ON 

Let's warm our brains with half a dozen healths, - " 
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And then, hang cold diſcourſe ; for we'll ſpeak fire-works, 
{ Exeunt, 


Lew. What, at his book already? 

Bri. Fie, fie, Charles, 
No hour of interruption ? Char. Plato differs 
From Socrates in this. Bri. Come, lay them by ; 
Let them agree at leiſure. Char. Man's life, Sir, being 
So ſhort, and then the way that leads unto 
The knowlege of ourſelves, ſo long and tedious, 
Each minute ſhould be precious. Bri. In our care 
To manage worldly buſineſs, you muſt part with 
This bookiſh contemplation, and prepare 
Yourſelf for action; to thrive in this age, | 
Is held the palm of learning. You muſt ſtudy 
To know what part of my land's good for th* plough, 
And what for paſture ; how to buy and ſell 
To the beſt vantage; how to cure my oxen, 
When they're o'er-done with labour. 

Char. I may do this 
From what Ive read, Sir; for what concerns tillage, 
Who better can deliver it than Virgil - 
Tn his Georgics? and to cure your herds, 
His Bucolics is a maſter- piece; but when 
He does deſcribe the common-wealth of bees, 
Their induſtry and knowlege of the herbs, 
From which they gather honey, with their care 
To place it with decorum in the hive, | 
Their government among themſelves, their order 


In going forth and coming loaden home, 


Their obedience to their king, and his rewards 

To ſuch as labour, with his puniſhments 

Only inflicted on the ſlothful drone, 

I'm raviſh'd with it, and there reap my harveſt ; 

And there receive the gain my cattle bring me, 

And there find wax and honey. Bri. And grow rich 

In your imagination ; heyday, heyday, 

Georgics, and Bucolics, and bees! art mad? 
Char. No, Sir, the knowlege of theſe guard me from it. 
Bri. But can you find among your bundle of books, 

(And put in all your dictionaries that ſpeak all tongues) 

What pleaſure they enjoy, that do embrace 

thy bride ? Anſwer me that. 
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Char. Tis frequent, Sir, in ſtory ; there I read of 


All kind of virtuous and vicious women, 


The ancient Spartan dames, and Roman ladies, 
Their heauties, and deformitics; and when 
I light upon a Portia or Cornelia, 
Crown'd with ſtill-flouriſhing leaves of truth and goodneſs, 
With ſuch a feeling I peruſe their fortunes, 
As if I then had liv'd, and freely taſted 
Their raviſhing ſweetneſs ; at the preſent, loving 
The whole ſex for their goodnefs and example. 
But, on the contrary, when I look on | 
= A Clytemneſtra or a Tullia, | 
The firſt bath'd in her huſband's blood; the latter, 
Without a touch of piety, driving on 
Her chariot o'er her father's breathleſs trunk ; 
Horror invades my faculties; and comparing 
The multitudes o' th' guilty, with the few 
That did die innocents, I deteſt, and loath em, 

As ignorance or atheiſm. Bri. You reſolve then 
Ne'er to make payment of the debt you owe me. 

Char. What debt, good Sir ? 
Bri. A debt I paid my father 

When I begat thee, and made him a grandfire; 
Which I expect from you. Char. The children, Sir, 
Which I will leave to all poſterity, | 
| Begot and brought up by my painful ſtudies, 
Shall be my living iſſue. Bri. Very well, 
And I ſhall have a general collection 
Of all the quiddits from Adam to this titne 
To be my grandchild. Char. And ſuch a one, I hope, Sir, 
As ſhall not ſhame the family. Bri. Nor will you 
Take care of my eſtate. Char. But in my wiſhes ; 
For know, Sir, that the wings on which my ſoul 
Is mounted, have long fince born her too high 
To ſtoop to any prey, that ſoars not upwards. 
Sordid and dunghill minds, compos'd of earth, 
In that groſs element fix all their happineſs ; 
But purer ſpirits, purg'd and refin'd, ſhake off 
That clog of human frailty ; give me leave 
I' enjoy myſelf ; that place, that does contain 
My books, the beſt companions, is to me 
A glorious court, where hourly I converſe 


Taro. 


With the old ſages and philoſophers; ; 

And ſometimes, for variety, I confer 

With kings and emperors, and weigh their counſels ; ; 
Calling their victories, if unjuſtly got, 

Unto a ſtrict accompt, and, in my fancy, 

Deface their ill- plac'd ſtatues. Can I then 

Part with ſuch conſtant pleaſures, ro imbrace 
Uncertain vanities ? no, be it your care | 

1 augment your heap of wealth; it ſhall be mine, 
T' encreaſe in knowlege—lights there for my ſtudy ! 


Exit 


Bri. Was ever man, that had reaſon, thus tranſported, 
From all ſenſe and feeling of his proper good ? 
It vexes me, and if I found not comfort 
In my Euſtace, I might well conclude 
My name were at a period! Lew. He's, indeed, Sir, 
The ſurer baſe to built on. 


Enter EuSTACE, EGREMONT, n, and ANDRE, 


Bri. Euſtace * 
Euſt. Sir.— 
Bri. Your ear in private. And. I ſuſpect, my maſter 
Has found harſh welcome, he's gone ſupperleſs 
Into his ſtudy ; cou'd I find out the — 
It may be borrowing of his books, or ſo; 
I ſhall be ſatisfy d. Euſt. My duty ſhall, Sir, 0 
Take any form you pleaſe, and in your motion 
To have me married, you cut off all dangers 
The violent heats of youth might bear me to. 
Lew. It is well anſwer'd. Euſt. Nor ſhall you, my lord, 
Nor your fair daughter, ever find juſt cauſe 
To mourn your choice of me; the name of huſband, 
Nor the authority it carries in it, 
Shall ever teach me to forget to be, 
As I am now, her ſervant, and your lordſhip's ; 
And but that modeſty forbids, that I 
Should ſound the trumpet of my own deſerts, 
I cou'd ſay, my choice manners have been ſuch, 
As render me lov'd and remarkable 
To th' princes of the blood. 
Cow. Nay, to the king. 
wu Nay, to the king and council, 
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And. Theſe are court-admirers, 

And ever echo him that bears the bag : 1 

Though I be dull-ey'd, I ſce through this juggling. 

Euſt. Then for my hopes,— 

Cow. Nay, certainties. Euſt. They ſtand 

As fair as any man's. What can there fall 

In compaſs of her wiſhes, which ſhe ſhall not 

Be ſuddenly poſſeſs'd of ? loves ſhe titles ? 

By th' grace and favour of my princely friends, | 

I am what ſhe would have me. Bri. He ſpeaks well, 

And I believe him. Lew. I cou'd wiſh, I did fo. 

Pray you, a word, Sir; he's a proper gentleman, 

And promiſes nothing but what is poſſible. 

So far I will go with you: nay, I add, 

= Hehath won much upon me, and were he 

But one thing that his brother is, the bargain | 

= Were ſoon ſtruck up. Bri. What's that, my lord? 

Lew. The heir. 

And. Which he is not, and, I truſt, never ſhall be. 

Bri. Come, that ſhall breed no difference; you ſee, 

Charles has giv'n o'er the world; I'll undertake, 

And with much eaſe, to buy his bitth-right of him 

For a dry-fat of new books; nor ſhall my ſtate 

Alone make way for him, but my elder brother's ; 

Who, being iflueleſs, t' advance our name, 

I doubt not, will add his. Your reſolution ? | 

Lew. I'll firſt acquaint my daughter with the proceedings; 

On theſe terms I am yours, as ſhe ſhall be; 

Make you no ſcruple, get the writings ready, 

She ſhall be tractable; to-morrow we will hold 

A ſecond conference. Farewel, noble Euſtace, 

And you brave gallants. Euſt. Full increaſe of honour 

Wait ever on your lordſhip! And. The gout rather, 

And a perpetual megrim! Bri. You ſee, Euſtace, 

How I travel to poſſeſs you of a fortune 

You were not born to; be you worthy of it, 

I'll furniſh you for a ſuitor ; viſit her, 

And proſper in't. Euſt. She's mine, Sir, fear it not: 

In all my travels, I ne'er met a virgin 

That could reſiſt my courtſhip. | 
Cow. If this take now, 

Ware made for ever, and will revel it. [Exeunt. 
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And. In tough Welch parſly, which in our vulgar tongue iz 
Strong hempen halters; my poor maſter cozen'd, 
And I a looker on ! If we have ſtudied 
Our majors, and our minors, antecedents, 
And conſequents, to be concluded coxcombs, 
W've made a fair hand on't; I'm glad I've found 
Out all their plots, and their conſpiracies ; 
This ſhall © old monſieur Miramont, one, that though 
He cannot read a proclamation, 
Yet dotes on learning, and loves my maſter Charles 
For being a ſcholar ;-I hear, he's coming hither, 
IT ſhall meet with him; and if he be that old 
Rough teſty blade he always us'd to be, 
He'll ring em ſuch a peal as ſhall go near 
To ſhake their bell-room ; peradventure, beat em, 
For he is fire and flax; and ſo have at him. (Exit. 
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ACT enk 1 


Enter MisAuonr, and BR ISA. 


I 


Mir. AY, Brother, brother, 
Bri. Pray, Sir, be not moved, 
I meddle with no boſineſs but my own; 
And, in mine own, *tis reaſon 1 ſhould govern. 
Mir. But know to govern then, and underſtand, Sir, 
And be as wiſe as haſty ; though you be 
My brother and from one blood ſprung, I muſt tell ye, 
Heartily and home too. 
Bri. What, Sir? Mir. What I grieve to find, 
You are a fool, and an old fool, and that's two. 
Bri. We'll — em, if 1 pleaſe. 
Mir. No, they're entail'd to you ; 
Seek to Fas Yoo. an honeſt noble ſpirit, 
Your eldeſt ſon, Sir, and your very ima 
(But he's ſo like ou, that he fares the worſe for't) 
Becauſe he loves his book, and dotes on that, 
And only ſtudies how to know things excellent, 
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Above the reach of ſuch coarſe brains as yours, 
Such muddy fancies, that never will know farther 
Than when to cut your vines, and cozen merchants, 

And choke your hide-bound tenants with muſty harveſts ? 

Bri. You go too faſt. Mir. I'm not come to my pace yet; 
Becauſe h' has made his ſtudy all his pleaſure, | 
And is retir'd into his contemplation, | 
Not meddling with the dirt and chaff of nature, 

That makes the ſpirit of the mind mud too, 
Therefor muſt he be flung from his inheritance ? 
Muſt be diſpoſſeſs'd, and monfieur jingle-boy 

His younger brother Bri. You forget yourſelf. 

Mir. Becauſe h'has been at court, and'learn'd new tongues, 

And how to ſpeak a tedious piece of nothing, 
To vary his face as ſeamen do their compaſs, 
To worſhip images of gold and filver, 

And fall before the ſhe-calves of the ſeaſon, 
Therefor muſt he jump into his brother's land ? 

Bri. But, brother, do you know what learning is ? 

Mir. Tis not to be a. juſtice of peace as you are, 
And palter out your time i' th' penal ſtatutes, 

To hear the curious tenets controverted 

Between a proteſtant conſtable, and a jeſuit cobler, 
To pick natural urs out of bawdry, 

When your worſhip's pleas'd to correctify a lady; 
Nor 'tis not the main moral of blind juſtice, 

(Which is deep learning) when your worthip's tenants 
Bring a light cauſe, and heavy hens before ye, 

Both fat and feaſible, a gooſe or pigz 

And then you fit, like equity, with both hands 
Weighing indifferently the ſtate o“ th' queſtion. 
Theſe are your quodlibets, but no learning, brother. 

Bri. You are ſo parlouſſy in love with learning, ; 
That I'd be glad to know what you underſtand, brother, 
I'm ſure, you have read all Ariſtotle. Mir. Faith, no; 
But I believe, I have learned a faith, Sir, 

And that's it makes a gentleman of my ſort z 
Though I can ſpeak no Greet, I love the ſound on't, 
It goes ſo thundering as it conjur'd. devils 5 
Charles ſpeaks it loftily, and if thou were a man, 
Or hadſt but ever heard of Homer's Iliads, 
Heſiod, and the Greek poets, thou wouldſt run mad, 
VOL: I M | 
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90 THE EL DER BROTHER. 
And hang thyſelf for joy thou'dſt ſuch a gentleman 
To be thy ſon; O he has read ſuch things 
To me! Bri: And do you underſtand em, brother? 
Mir. I tell thee, no, that's not material; the ſound's 
Sufficient to confirm an honeft man: 
Good brother Briſac, does -· your young courtier, 
That wears the fine cloaths, and is the excellent gentleman, 
(The traveller, the ſoldier, as you think too) | 
Underſtand any other pow'r than his taylor? 
Or knows what motion is, more than an horſe-race ? | 
What the moon means, but to light him home from taverns? 
Or th' comfort of the ſun is, but to wear ſlaſh'd cloaths in? 
And muſt this piece of ignorance be pop'd up, 
Becauſe it can kiſs the hand, and cry, ſweet lady? 
Say, it had been at Rome, and ſeen the relics, 
Drunk your Verdia-wine, and rid at Naples, 
Brought home a box of Venice treacle with it, 
To cure young wenches that have eaten aſhes : 
Muſt this thing therefor ri. Yes, Sir, this thing muſt, 
I will not truſt my land to one ſo ſotted, | 
So grown like a diſeaſe unto his ſtudy. 
He that will fling off all occaſions | | 
And cares, to make him underſtand what ſtate is, 
And how to govern it; muſt by that reaſon, 
Be flung himſelf afide from managing: 
My younger boy 1s a fine gentleman. 
Mir. He is an aſs, a piece of ginger-bread, 
Gilt over to pleaſe fooliſh girls and puppets. 
Bri. You are my elder brother. Mir. So I had need, 
And have an elder wit, thou'dſt ſhame us all elſe ; 
Go to, I ſay, Charles ſhall inherit. Bri, I ſay, no; 
Unlefs Charles had a ſoul to underſtand it: 
Why, can he manage fix thouſand crowns a year 
Out of the metaphyſics ? Or can all 
Hts learn'd aſtronomy look to my vineyards ? 
Or can the drunken old poets make up my vines ? 
(I know, they can drink em) or your excellent humanift 
Sell em the merchants for my beſt advantage? 
Can hiſtory cut my hay, or get my corn in ? 
And can geometry vent it in the market ? 
Shall | have my theep kept with a Jacob's ſtaff now 
I wonder you will magnify this mad-man, 
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You that are old and ſhou'd underſtand. 

Mir. Shou'd, ſay'ſt thou, 
Thou monſtrous piece of ignorance in office! 
Thou that haſt no more knowlege than thy clerk infufes, 
Thy dapper clerk larded with ends of Latin, 
And he no more than cuſtom of his office; 
Thou unreprievable dunce ! (that thy formal bandſtrings, 
Thy ring, nor pomander, cannot expiate for) 
Doſt thou tell me, I ſhou'd ? I'll poze thy worſhip 
In thine own library, an almanack ; 3 
Which thou art daily poring on, to pick out 
Days of iniquity to cozen fools in, 
And full moons to cut cattle; doft thou taint me, 
That have run over ſtory, poetry, 
Humanity? Bri. As a cold mipping ſhadow 
Does o'er the years of corn, and leave 'em blaſted. 
Put up your anger, what I'll do, III do. 

Mir. Thou ſhalt not do. Bri. I will. 

Mir. Thou art an aſs then, 
A dull old tedious aſs ; thou'rt ten times worſe 
And of leſs credit than dunce Hollingſhead 
The Engliſbman, that writes of ſhows and ſheriffs. 


Enter LEWIS. 


Bri. Well, take your pleaſure, here's one I muſt talk with. 
Lew. Good day, Sir. Bri. Fair to you, Sir. 
Lew. May I ſpeak w' ye ? | 
Bri. With all my heart, I was waiting on your goodneſs. 
Leu. Good-morrow, monſicur Miramont. 
Mir. O ſweet Sir, 15 
Keep your good-morrow to cool your worſhip's pottage. 
A couple of the world's fools met together 
To raiſe up dirt and dunghils! Lew. Are they drawn ? 
Bri. They ſhall be ready, Sir, within theſe two hours, 
And Charles, to ſet his hand. Lew. *Tis neceſſary ; 
For he being a joint purchaſer, though your ſtate 
Was got by your own induſtry, unleſs 
He ſeal to the conveyance, it can he 
Of no validity, Bri. He ſhall be ready, 
And do it willingly, Mir. He ſhall be hang'd firſt. 
_ Bri. J hope, your daughter likes. 
Lew. She loves him well, Sir; 
Young Euſtece is.a bait to catch a woman, 
| M >» 
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22 THE ELDER BROTHER. 
A budding ſpritely fellow; you're reſolv'd then, 
That all ſhall paſs from Charles. Bri. All, all, he's nothing, 


A bunch of books ſhall be his patrimony, 


And more than he can manage too. Lew. Will your brother 
Paſs over his land too, to your ſon Euſtace ? 

You know, he has no heit. Mir. He will be flead firſt, 
And horſe-collars made of's ſkin! Brj. Let him alone, 
A wilful man; my ſtate ſhall ſerve the turn, Sir. 

And how does your daughter? Lew. Ready for the hour; 
And, like a bluſhing roſe, that ſtays the pulling, 

Bri. To-morrow then's the day. 

Lew. Why, then to-morrow 
Pl bring the girl, get you the writings ready. 

Mir. But hark you, monſieur, have you the virtuous con- 
To help to rob an heir, an elder brother, [ſcience 
Of that which nature and the law flings on him ? 

You were your father's eldeſt fon, I take it, 

And had his land; would, you had had his wit too, 
Or his diſcretion to conſider nobly, 

What tis to deal unworthily in theſe things! 

You'll ſay, he's none of yours, he js his ſon; 

And he will ſay he is no ſon to inherit 

Above a ſhelf of books ; why did he get him ? 

Why was he brouyht up to write andread, and know things! 
Why was he not like his father, a dumb juſtice ? 

A flat dull piece of flegm, ſhap'd like a man, 

A reverend idol in a piece of arras ? 

Can you lay diſobedience, want of manners, 

Or any capital crime to his charge? Lew. I do not, 
Nor do not weigh your words ; they bite not me, Sir, 
This man muſt anſwer. Bri. I have don't already, 
And giv'n ſufficient reaſon to ſecure me. 

And ſo good-morrow, brother, to your patience. 

Lew. Good-morrow, monſieur Miramont. 

Mir. Good night-caps ! 
Keep your brains warm, or maggots will breed in em. 
Well, Charles, thou ſhalt not want to buy thee books yet, 
The faireſt in thy ſtudy are my gift, 

And the Lovaine univerſity for thy ſake 

Hath taſted of my 3 and to vex 

Th' old doting fool thy father, and thy brother, 
They ſhall not ſhare a ſolz of mine between them; 
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Nay more, I'll give thee eight thouſand crowns a year, 
In ſome high ſtrain to write my epitaph. (Exit. 


C 


Enter EUuSTACE, EG REMO NT, and Cows v. 


Euſt. How do I look now to my elder brother? 
Nay, 'tis a handſome ſuit. 

Cow. All courtly, courtly. 

Euſt, I'll aſſure ye, gentlemen, my tailor has travel'd, 
And ſpeaks as lofty language in his bills too, ; 
The cover of an old book wou'd not ſhew thus. 

Fie, fie, what things theſe academics are, 
Theſe book-worms, how they look ! 
Egre. They're mere images, 
No genteel motion nor behaviour in 'em, 
They'll prattle ye of primum mobile, 
And tell a ſtory of the ſtate of heav'n, 
What lords and ladies govern in ſuch houſes, 
And what wonders they do when they mect together, 
And how they ſpit ſnow, fire, and hail like a jugler, 
And make a noiſe, when drunk, which we call thunder. 

Cow. They are the ſneaking'ſt things, and the contemp- 
Such ſmall-bear brains; but aſk em any thing [tibleſt; 
Out of the element of their underſtanding, 

And they ſtand gaping like a roaſted pig ; 

Do they know what a court is, or à council, 

Or how the affairs of chriſtendom are manag'd ? 

Do they know any thing but a tir'd hackney ? 

And then they cry abſurd as the horſe underſtood em. 
They have made a fair youth of your elder brother, 

A pretty piece of fleſh. Euſt. I thank em for it; 
Long may he ſtudy to give me his ſtate! | 

Saw you my miſtreſs ? | 

Egre. Yes, ſhe's a ſweet young woman, 

But, be ſure, you keep her from learning. Euſt. Songs ſhe 
May have, and read a little unbak'd poetry, 

Such as the dablers of our time contrive; 

That has no weight or wheel to move the mind. 

Nor, indeed, nothing but an empty ſound ; 

She ſhall have eloaths, but not made by geometry; 

Horſes and coach, but of no immortal race ; 

I will not have a ſcholar in mine houſe 
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Above a gentle reader; they corrupt | 

The fooliſh women with their ſubtle problems: 
III have my houſe call'd ignorance, to fright 
Prating philoſophers from entertainment. 

Cow. It will do well, love thoſe that love good faſhions, 
Good cloaths and rich, they invite men to admire 'em, 
That ſpeak the liſp of court, oh tis great learning! 

To rid well, dance well, fing well, or whiſtle courtly, 

They're rare endowments; that they have ſeen far countries, 
And can ſpeak ſtrange things, though they ſpeak no trutts, 
For then they make things common. When are you married 

Euſt. To-morrow, I think; we muſt have a maſque, boys, 
And of our own making. 

Egre. *Tis not half an hour's work, 

A Cupid and a fiddle, and the thing's done; 
But let's be handſome, ſhall's be gods or nymphs ? 

Euſt. What, nymphs with beards ? 

Cow? That's true, we will be knights then, 

Some wandring knights, that light here on a ſudden. 

Euſt. Let's go, let's go; I muſt go viſit, gentlemen, 
And mark what ſweet lips I muſt kiſs to-morrow. [ Ext, 


S Ca RS Hl 
Enter Cook, ANDREW, and BUTLER. 


Cook. And how does my maſter ? 
And. Is at's book; peace, coxcomb, 


That ſuch an unlearn'd tongue as thine fhould aſk for him 


Cook. Does he not ſtudy conjuring too? And. Have you 
Loſt any plate, butler? But. No, but I know, 
I ſhall to-morrow at dinner. And. Then to-morrow 
Jou ſhall be turn'd out o' place for't; we meddle with 
No ſpirits o' th' buttry, they taſte too ſmall for us; 
Keep me a pye in folio, I beſeech thee, 
And thou ſhalt ſee how learn'dly I'll tranſlate him; 
Shall's have good chear to morrow ? 
Cook. Excellent good chear, Andrew. 
And. The ſpite on't is, that much about that time, 
J ſhall be 1 or deciding rather, 
Which are the males and females of red herrings; 
And whether they be taken in the red ſea only, 
A queſtion found out by Copernicus, 
The learned motion- maker. Cook. Ay, marry, butler, 


a we 


A mathematical gliſter to purge the moon with, 
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Here arc rare things; a man, that look'd upon him, 


® Would ſwear he underſtood no more than we do. 


But. Certain, a learned Andrew. And. I've ſo much on't, 
And am fo laden with ſtrong underſtanding, 

I fear they'll run me mad; here's a new inſtrument, __ 
When ſhe is loaden with cold flegmatic humours ; 

And here's another to remove the ſtars, 

When they grow too thick in the firmament. 

Cook. O heav'ns! why do I labour out my life 
In a beef-pot ? and only ſearch the ſecrets ? 

Of a ſallad; and know no further! And. They are not 
| Reveal'd to all heads; theſe are far above 
Jour element of fire, cook; I cou'd tell yon 
Of Archimedes glaſs to fire your coals with; 
And of the philoſopher's turf, that ne'er goes out; 
| And Gilbert butler, I cou'd raviſh thee, 
With two moſt rare inventions. 

But, What are they, Andrew? 

And. The one to blanch your bread from chippings baſe 
And, in a moment, as thou wou'dſt an almond ; ; 
The ſect of the Epicureans invented that; 

The other for thy teachers, that's a ſtrong one, 

To cleanſe you twenty dozen in a minute, | 
And no noife heard ; which is the wonder, Gilbert, 
And this was out of Plato's new ideas. 

But. Why, what a learned maſter doſt thou ſerve, Andrew? 

And. Theſe are but the ſcrapings of his underſtanding, Gil- 
With gods and goddeſſes, and ſuch ſtrange people bert. 
He deals, and treats with, in ſo plain a faſhion, 

As thou doſt with thy boy that draws thy drink ; 
Or Ralph there, with his — and ſcalders. | 

Cook. But why ſhou'd he not be familiar and talk ſome- 
As other chriſtians do, of hearty matters, times, 
, And come into the kitchen, and there cut his breakfaſt ? 

But. And then retire to the buttry, and there at it, 

And drink a luſty bowl? my younger maſter, 
That muſt now be the heir, will do all theſe, 
Ay, and be drunk too; theſe are mortal things. 

And. My maſter ſtudies immortality, 

Cow. Now that thou talk'ſt of immortality, 

How does thy wife, good Andreu? My old maſter 
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Did you no ſmall pleaſure when he procur'd her, 


And ſtock'd you in a farm. If he ſhould love her now, 


As he hath a colt's tooth yet, what ſays your learning 
And your ſtrange inſtruments to that, wy Andrew ? 
Can any of your learned clerks avoid it: | 
Can ye put by this mathematical engine? 

And. Yes, or Fll break it; thou awaken'ſt me, 
And F'Il peep 1'th* moon this month, but I'll watch for him. 
My maſter rings, I muſt go make him a fire, 
And conjure o'er his books. Cook. Adieu, good Andreu; 
And ſend thee manly paticnce with thy learning. ( Exeuat, 


. 


Enter CHARLES. 


Char. I have forgot to eat and ſleep with reading, 
And all my facultics turn into ſtudy, 
*T1s meat and ſleep; what need I outward garments, 
When I can cloath myſelf with underftanding ? 
The ſtars and glorious planets have no tailors, 
Yet ever new they are, and ſhine like courtiers, 
The ſeaſons of the year find no fond parents, 


| Yet ſome are arm'd in filver ice that gliſters, 


And ſome in gaudy green come in like maſquers ; 
The filk-worm ſpins her own ſuit and her lodging, 
And has no aid nor partner in her labours ; 


Why ſhou'd we care for any thing but knowlege, 


Or look upon the world but to contema it? 


. | Enter ANDREW. | 
And. Wou'd you have any thing? Char. Andrew, I find, 


There is a ſtie grown o'er the eye o'th* bull, 
Which will go near to blind the conſtellation. . 
And. Put a gold ring in's noſe, and that will cure him. 


Char. Ariadue's crown's awry too, two main ſtars, 


That held it faſt are ſlip'd out. And. Send it preſently ' 


To Gallileo the Italian 1110 1 + 
He'll ſet it right again with lictle labour. 
Char. T —_ _—_ pretty ſcholar. And. I hope, I ſhall be; 
Have I ſwept your books ſo often to know nothing ? 
Char. I hear, thou'rt married. 
And. It hath pleas'd your fathe 
To match me to a mate of his own chooſing. 


— 
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(I doubt, her conſtellation's looſe too, and wants nailing,) 


And a ſweet farm he has giv'n us a mile off, Sir. 


Char. Marry thyſelf to underſtanding, Andrew, 
Theſe women are errata in all authors; ; 
They're fair to ſee too, and bound up in vellom, 
Smooth, white and clear; but their contents are monſtrous: 
They treat of nothing but dull age and diſcaſes. 
Thou haſt not ſo much wit in thy head, as there is 
On theſe ſhelves, Andrew. 

And. I think, I have not, Sir. Char. No, if thou hadſt, 
Thou'dſt ne'er have warm'd a woman in thy boſom ; 
They're cataplaſms made o'th* deadly ſins. 

I never ſaw any yet but mine own mother, 
Or if I did, I did regard them but 
As ſhadows that paſs by of under creatures. [wife 

And. Shall I bring you one? T'l] truſt you with my own 
I wou'd not have your brother go beyond ye, 

They're the prettieſt natural philoſophers to play with. 

Char. No, no, they're optics to delude mens eyes with. 
Does my younger brother ſpeak any Greet yet, Andreu? 

And. No, but he ſpeaks high dutch, and that goes as 

daintily. 

Char. Reach me the books down I read yeſterday, 

And make a little fire, and get a manchet ; 


Make clean thoſe inſtruments of braſs I ſhew'd you, 


And ſet the great ſphere by, then take the fox-tail, 
And purge the books from duſt ; laſt, take your Lilly, 
And get your part ready. Ard. Shall I go home, Sir ? 
My wife's name is Lilly, there my beſt part lies, Sir. 


Char, I mean, your grammar; O thou dunderhead ! 
Wou'dſt thou be ever in thy wife's Syntaxis? 


Let me have no noiſe, nor nothing to diſturb me 


I am to find a ſecret. And. So am I too; 
Which, if I do find, I ſhall make ſome ſmart for't. 
* [Exeunt. 


The End of the Second AB. 


Vor. II. N 


ut 


La Bo þ * J * NS 4 #14 " = 
FOG IN A EET SS FAIR - 
f <& 8 "WY \ \ ne 
Fa = bl 


. ” 
4 _— "<< T * 9 
. gf 2 88 Tj t - 9 » % 
4 2 a oo * * 3 r 8 2 & 1 25 8 F N 17 k 
e apes TRE Ny 2 wo e SY . ES 8 * 1 1 <> 
* N . > 2 2 2 A wy ; . F Ate it 1 8 a 
1 r 7 


_ 
1 <s 


2 n 8 
8 ; 
1 ** pe F 1 rt yn * > 
. — 6. a. T6. 224 
8 
r 
"= 3 — LEST 


gat . 

ds <_ 
oa 

a = 8 


W THE ELDER BROTHER. 


Enter LEWIS, ANGELLINA, SYLVIA, and NOTARY. 


Lew. 'F: HIS is the day, my daughter Angellina, 
The happy day, that muſt make you a fortune, 

A large and full one; my great care has wrought it; 

And yours muſt be as great to entertain it. 

Young Euſtace is a gentleman at all points, 

And his behaviour affable and courtly, 

His perſon excellent; I know, you find that, 

I read it in your eyes, you like his youth. 

Young handſome people ſhould be match'd together, 

Then follow handſome children,” handſome fortunes ; 

The moſt part of his father's ſtate, my wench, 

Is ty'd to jointure, that makes up the harmony; 

And, when ye are marry'd, he's of that ſoft temper, 

And ſo far will be chain d to your obſervance, 

That you may rule and turn him as you pleaſe. 

What! are the writings drawn on our ſide, Sir? 

Not. They are, and here I have fo fetter'd him, 
That if the elder brother ſet his hand to, 

Not all the pow'r of law ſhall e'er releaſe him. 

Lew. Theſe notaries are notable confident knaves, 
And able to do more miſchief than an army. 

Are all your clauſes ſure? Not. Sure as proportion; 
They may turn rivers ſooner than theſe writings. 
Why did you not put all the lands in. Sir? 

Lew. Twas not condition'd. Not. If it had been found, 
It had been but a fault made in the writings ; : 
If not found all the land. Lew. Theſe are ſmall devils, 
That care not who has miſchief, ſo they make it; 
They live upon the meer ſcent of diſſenſion. 

*Tis well, tis well; are you contented, girl? 
For your will muſt be known. 

Ang. A huſband's welcome, 

And, as an humble wife, I'll entertain him; 
No ſovereignty I aim at, *tis the man's, Sir; 


T HE ELDER BROTHER. 99 

For ſhe, that ſeeks it, kills her huſband's honour: 
The gentleman I have ſeen, and well obſerv'd him, 
Yet find not that grac'd excellence you promiſe ; 
A pretty gentleman, and he may pleaſe too; 
And ſome few flaſhes I have heard come from him, 
But not to admiration, as from others ; | 
He's young, and may be good, yet he muſt make him ſo, 
And 1 may help, and for help thank him alſo, | 
It is your pleaſure I ſhould make him mine, 
And has been ſtill my duty to obſerve you. 

Lew. Why then let's go, and I ſhall love your modeſty. 
To horſe, and bring the coach out. Angellina, 
To-marrow you will look more womanly. 

Ang. So I look honeſtly, I fear no eyes, Sir. [Exeunt, 


3 „ NE 


Enter BRiSAc, ANDREW, Cook, and LILLY. 


Bri. Wait on your maſter, he ſhall have that befits him. 
And. No inheritance, Sir ? | 
Bri. You ſpeak like a fool, a coxcomb, 
He ſhall have annual means to buy him books, 
And find him cloaths and meat, what would he more ? 
Trouble him with land ? *tis flat againſt his nature. 
I love him too, and honour thoſe gifts in him. 
And. Shall maſter Euſtace have all? 
Bri. All, all; he knows how 
To uſe it, he's a man bred in the world, 
Th' other 1'th* heav'ns. My maſters, pray be wary 
And ſerviceable ; and, cook, ſee all your ſawces 
Be ſharp and poynant in the palate, that they may . 
* you, look to your roaſt and bak'd meats hand- 
omely, | 
And what ey kickſhaws and delicate made things 
Is th* muſic come ? | 
But. Yes, Sir, they're here at breakfaſt. | 
Bri. There will be a maſque too, you muſt ſee this room 
clean, | 
And, butler, your door open to all good fellows ; 
But have an eye to your plate, for there be furies. 
My Lilh, welcome, you are for the linnen, 
| N 2 | 
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Sort it, and ſee it ready for the table; 
And ſee the bride-bed made, and look the cords be 
Not cut aſunder by the gallants too; 
There be ſuch knacks abroad ; hark hither, Lilly, 
To-morrow night at twelve o'clock, I'll ſup.w'ye : 
Your huſband ſhall be ſafe, I'll ſend ye meat too; 
Before, I cannot well ſlip from my company. 

And. Will ye fo, will ye fo, Sir? T'll make one to eat it, 
I may chance make you ſtagger too. | 

Bri. No anſwer, Lilly? 

Lil. One word about the linnen ; I'll be ready, 
And reſt your worſhip's ſtill. And. And I'll reſt w'ye, 
You ſhall ſee what reſt *twill be. Are ye ſo nimble ? 


A man had need of ten pair of ears to watch you. 


Bri. Wait on your maſter, for I know he wants ye; 

And keep him in his ſtudy, that the noiſe 
Do not moleſt him : I will not fail, my Lilly— 
Come in, ſweet-hearts, all to their ſeveral duties. [Exit 

And. Are you kiſſing ripe, Sir? Double but my farm, 
And kiſs her tlll thy heart ake. Theſe ſmock-vermine, 
How eagerly they leap at old mens kiſſes; 
They lick their lips at profit, not at pleaſure ; 
And if twere not for the ſcurvy name of cuckold, 
He ſhould lie with her; I know, ſhe'll labour at length 
With a good lordſhip. If he had a wife now ? 


But that's all one, I'll fit him: I muſt up 


Unto my maſter, he'll be mad with ſtudy. [Ext 
S © EE ME ML 


Enter CHARLES 
Char. What noiſe is in this houſe, (my head is broken!) 


With ſeveral noiſes; and in every corner; 


As if the earth were ſhaken with ſome ſtrange cholic, 
There are ſtirs and motions. What planet. rules this houſe! 


Enter ANDREW. 


Who's there? And. Tis I, Sir, faithful Andreu. 
Char. Come near, 
And lay thine ear down; hear'ſt no noiſe ? 
And. The cooks 
Are chopping herbs and mince-meat to make pyes, 


And breaking marrow-bones— 
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Char. Can they fet them again? . [ſtronger, 
And. Yes, yes, in broths and puddings ; and they grow 
For th' uſe of any man. Char, What ſqueaking's that? 
Sure, there is a maſlacre. And. Of pigs and geeſe, Sir, 
And turkeys, for the ſpit. The cooks are angry Sirs, 
And that makes up the medly. Char. Do they thus 
At every dinner? I ne'er mark'd them yet, 
Nor know, who is a cook. And. They're ſometimes ſober, 
And them they beat as gently as a tabor. 
Char. What load are theſe ? 
And. Meat, meat, Sir, for the kitchen. 
And ſtinking fowls the tenants have ſent in; 
They'll ne'er be found out at a general eating, 
And there's fat veniſon, Sir. 
Char. What's that? And. Why, deer, 
Thoſe that men fatten for their private pleaſures ; 
And let their tenants ſtarve upon the commons. 
Char. I've read of deer, but, yet I ne'er eat any. 
And, There's a fiſhmonger's boy with caviar, Sir; 
Anchoves, and potargo, to make ye drink. 
Char. Sure, theſe are modern, very modern meats, 
For I underſtand em not. And. No more does any man, 
From caca-merda, or a ſubſtance worſe, 
Till they be greas'd with oil, and rubb'd with onions, 
And then flung out of doors, they are rare ſallads. 
Char. And why is all this, prithee, tell me, Andrew ? 
Are there any princes to dine here to-day ? 
By this abundance, ſure, there ſhou'd be princes ; 
I've read of entertainment for the gods 
At half this charge ; will not ſix diſhes ſerve 'em ? 
I never had but one, and that a ſmall-one. 
And. Your brother's married this day, he's marry'd, 
Your younger brother Euſtace. Char. What of that? 
And. And all the friends about are bidden hither ; 
There's not a dog, that knows the houſe, but comes too. 
Char, Marry'd ! to whom? 1 5 5 
And. Why, to a dainty gentlewoman, 
Young, ſweet, and modeſt. 
Char. Are there modeſt women ? 
How do they look ? 
And. O, you'd bleſs yourſelf to ſee them. 
He parts with's books, he ne'er did ſo before yet 
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Char. What does my father for *em ? 
And. Gives all his land, 

And makes your brother heir. Char, Muſt T have nothing} 
And. Yes, you muſt ſtudy ſtill, and he'll maintain you, 
Char. I am his eldeſt brother. And. True, you were ſo, 

But he has leap'd o'er your ſhoulders, Sir. 

Char. Tis well, 

He'll not inherit my underſtanding too ? 

And. I think not, he'll ſcarce find tenants to let it 

Out to. Char. Hark, hark. 

And. The coach that brings the fair lady. 


Enter LEw1s, ANGELLIN&, LAD1 ES, and NOTARY. 


And. Now you may ſee her. 
Char. Sure, this ſhould be modeſt; 
But I do not truly know what women make of it, 
Andrew ; ſhe has a face looks like a ſtory, 
The ſtory of the heav'ns looks very like her. 
And. She has a wide face then. | 
Char. She has a cherubin's, 
Cover'd and veil'd with modeſt bluſhes. 
Euſtace, be happy, whilſt poor Charles is patient. 


Get me my book again, and come in with me. [Excunt, 


Enter BRISAc, ETSTACE, EGREMONT, Cowsv, Mi- 
RAMONT, and LADIES. 


Bri. Welcome, ſweet daughter ; welcome, noble brother; 
And you are welcome, Sir, with all your writings ; 
Ladies, moſt welcome : what, my angry brother ! 
You muſt be welcome too, the feaſt is flat elſe. 

Mir. I come not for your welcome, I expect none; 
I bring no joys to bleſs the bed withal ; : | 
Nor ſongs, nor maſques to glorify the nuptials; 

I bring an angry mind to ſee your folly, 
A ſharp one too, to reprehend you for it. 

Bri. You'll ſtay and dine though ? 

Mir. All your meat ſmells muſty, 

Your table will ſhew nothing to content me. 

Bri. T'll affure you, here's good meat. 

Mir. But your ſawce is ſcurvy. 

It is not ſeaſonꝰd with the ſharpneſs of diſcretion. 

Euſt. It ſeems, your anger is at me, dear uncle. 

Mir. Thou art not worth my anger, th'art a boy, 


% 
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A lump o'thy father's likeneſs, made of nothing 
But antic cloaths and cringes ; look in thy head, 
And 'twill appear a foot-ball full of fumes | 
And rotten ſmoke. Lady, I pity you, 
You are a handſome and a ſweet young lady, 
And ought to have a handſome man yok'd t'ye, 
An underſtanding too ; this is a gincrack, 
That can get nothing but new faſhions on you ; 
For ſay, he have a thing ſhap'd like a child, 
'Till either prove a tumbler or a tailor. 
Euſt. Theſe are but harſh words, uncle. 
Mir. So I mean em. | 
Sr, you play harſher play w'your elder brother. 
Euſt. I would be loth to give you 
Mir. Do not venture, 
I'll make your wedding-cloaths fit cloſer t'ye then; 
I but diſturb you, I'll go ſee my nephew. 
Lew. Pray, take a piece of roſemary. 
Mir. I'll wear it, 
But, for the lady's ſake; and none of yours; 
May be, I'll ſee your table too. Bri. Pray, do, Sir. 
Ang. A mad old gentleman. 
Bri, Yes, faith, ſweet daughter, 
He has been thus his whole age to my knowlege ; . 
He has made Charles his heir, I know that certainly ; 
Then why ſhould he grudge Euſtace any thing ? 
Ang. I would not have a light head, nor one laden 
With too much learning, as they ſay, this Charles is, 
That makes his book his miſtreſs. Sure, there's ſomething 
Hid in this old man's anger, that declares him 
Not a meer ſot. 
| Bri. Come, ſhall we go and ſeal, brother? 
All things are ready, and the prieſt is here. 
When Charles has ſet his hand into the writings, 
As he ſhall inſtantly, then to the wedding, 
And ſo to dinner. | 
Lew. Come let's ſeal the book firſt, 
For my daughter's jointure. 
Bri. Let's be private in't, Sir, 


[ Exeunt.. 
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SC E N E IV. 
Enter CHARLES, Mi RAMox r, and ANDREW. 


Mir. Nay, y' are undone. Char. Hum 
Mir. Ha'ye no greater feeling ? | 
And. You were moſt ſenſible of the great book, Sir, 
When it fell on your head, and, now the houſe 
Is ready to fall, do you feel nothing? Char. Will 
He have my books tov? Mir. No, he has a book, 
A fair one too to read on, and read wonders; 
I wou'd, thou hadſt her in thy ſtudy, nephew; 
An 'twere but to new-ſtring her. 
Char. Yes, I ſaw her; 
Methought, it was a curious piece of learning, 
Handſomly bound, and of a dainty letter. 
And. He flung away his book. 
Mir. I like that in him; 
*Wou'd, he had flung away his dullneſs too, 
And ſpake to her. Char. And muſt my brother have all ! 
Mir. All that your father has. . 
Char. And that fair woman too ? 
Mir. That woman alſo. Char. He has onvugh then. 
May I not fee her ſometimes, and call her fiſter ! 
I will do him no wrong. Mir. This makes me mad, 
I cou'd now cry for anger; theſe old fools 
Are the moſt ſtubborn and the wilfulleſt coxcombs. 
Farewell, and fall to your hook, forget your brother, 
You are my heir, and TI'l} provide y*a wife: 
I'll look upon this marriage though I hate it. Exit. 


| Enter BR1SAC, 

Bri. Where is my ſon ? | 
And. There, Sir, caſting a figure 

What chopping children his brother ſhall have. 
Bri. He does well. How do'ſt, Charles ? ſtill at thy book! 
And. He's ſtudying now, Sir, who ſhall be his father. 
Bri. Peace, you rude knave—come hither, Charles, be 
Char. I 2 you, I am buſy at my book, Sir. [merry. 
Bri. You muſt put your hand, my Charles, as I would 

Unto a little piece of parchment here, [have you, 

Only your name, you write a reaſonable hand. 
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Char. But I may do unreaſonably to write it. 
What is it, Sir? Bri. To paſs the hand I have, Sir, 
Unto your younger brother. Char. Is't no more? 
Bri, No, no,.'tis nothing, you ſhall be provided for, 
And new books you ſhall have ſtill, and new ſtudies, 
And have your means brought in without thy care, boy ; 
And one till to attend you. | 
Char. This ſhews your love, father. 
Bri. I'm tender to you. And. Like a ſtone, I take it. 
Char. Why, father, I'll go down, an't pleaſe you let me, 
Becauſe I'd ſce the thing they call the gentlewomaa ; 
I ſee no women but through contemplation, 
And there I'll do't before the company, 
And wiſh my brother fortune. Bri. Do, I prithee. 
Char. I muſt not ſtay, for I have things above 
Require my ſtudy. Bri. No, thou ſhalt not ſtay ; 
Thou ſhalt have a brave dinner too. And. Now has he 
O'erthrown himſelf for ever; I will down | 
Into the cellar, and be ſtark drunk for anger. LExeunt. 


n -* 


Enter LEWIS, ANGELLINA, EUSTACE, PRIEST, LA- 
DIES, CowsY, No T ARX, and MIRA MONT. 


Not. Come, let him bring his ſon's hand, and all's done. 
Is yours ready? Prieſt. Yes, I'll diſpatch ye prefently, 
Immediately, for, in truth, I am hungry. 

Euſt. Do, ſpeak apace, for we believe exactly: 
Do not we ftay long, miſtreſs? Ang. I find no fault, 
Better things well done than want time to do them. 
Uncle, why are you fad? Mir. Sweet-ſmelling bloſſom, 
Wou'd, I were thine uncle to thine own content, 
I'd make thy huſband's ſtate a thouſand better, 
A yearly thoufand ; thou haſt miſs'd a man, 
(But that he is addicted to his ſtudy, 
And knows no other miſtreſs than his mind) 
Wou'd weigh down bundles of theſe empty kexes. 

Ang. Can he ſpeak, Sir? 

Mir. Faith, yes, but not to women: 
His language is to heav'n, and heav'nly wonders; 
To nature, and her dark and ſecret cauſes. 

Ang. And does he ſpeak well there ? 
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Mir. O, admirably ! 

But he's too baſhtul to behold a woman, | 

There's none that ſecs him, nor he troubles none. 
Ang. He is a man. 
Mir. Yes; and a clear ſweet ſpirit. 
Ang. Then converſation; methinks 
Alir. So think I too, 

But *'tis his rugged fate, and fo I leave you. 
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Ang. I like thy nobleneſs. Euſt. See, my mad uncle 
Is courting my fair miſtreſs. Lew, Let him alone ; 
There's nothing that allays an angry mind 
So ſoon as a ſweet beauty ; he'll come to us. 


Enter BR1SAC, and CHARLES. 


Euſt. My father's here, my brother too! that's a wonder; 
Broke like a ſpirit from his cell. Bri. Come hither, 
Come nearer, Charles ; *twas your deſire to ſee 
My noble daughter, and the company, 

And give your brother joy, and to ſeal, boy. 

You do like a good brother. Lew. Marry, does he, 

And he ſhall have my love for ever for't. 

Put to your hand now. Not. Here's the deed, Sir, ready. 
Char. No, you muſt pardon me a while; I tell ye, 

J am in contemplation, do not trouble me. 

Bri. Come, leave thy ſtudy, Charles. 

Char. I'll leave my life firſt ; 

I ſtudy now to be a man, I've found it. 

Before, what man was, was but my argument. 

Mir. I like this beſt of all, he has taken fire, 

His dull miſt flies away. Euſt. Will you write, brother? 

Char. No, brother, no; I have no time for poor things; 
I'm taking the height of that bright conſtellation, 

Bri. I fay, you trifle time, ſon. 

Char. IT will not ſeal, Sir; | 

I am your eldeſt, and I'll keep my birth- right; 
For, heav'n forbid, I ſhould become example ; 
Had y* only ſhew'd me land, I had deliver'd it, 
And been'a proud man to have parted with it ; 
"Tis dirt, and labour. Do I ſpeak right, uncle? 

Mir. Bravely, my boy ; and bleſs thy tongue ! 

Char. T'll forward ; 

But you have open'd to me ſuch a treaſure, 
I find my mind fret ; heav'n direct my fortune 
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Mir. Can he ſpeak now ? Is this a ſon to ſacrifice ? 
Char. Such an inimitable piece of beauty, 
That I have ſtudied long, and now found only, 
That I'Il part ſooner with my ſoul of reaſon, 
And be a plant, a beaſt, a fiſh, a fly, 
And only make the number of things up, 
Than yield one foot of land, if the be ty'd-to't. 
Lew. He ſpeaks unhappily. | 
And. And, methinks, bravely; - 
This the meer ſcholar ? 
Euſt. You but vex yourſelf, brother, 
And vex your ſtudy too. Char. Go you and ſtudy, 
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'Tis time, young Euſtace ; you want both man and manners; 


I've ſtudy'd both, although I made no ſhew on't. 
Go turn the volumes over I have read, 

Eat and digeſt them, that they may grow in thee ; 
Wear out the tedious night with thy dim lamps, 
And ſooner loſe the day than leave a doubt ; 

Diſtill the ſweetneſs from the poets' ſpring, 

And learn to love; thou know'ſt not what fair is: 
Traverſe the ſtories of the greateſt heroes, 

The wiſe and civil lives of good men walk through ; 
Thou haſt ſeen nothing but the face of countries, 
And brought home nothing but their empty words : 
Why ſhou'dſt thou wear a jewel of this worth ? 
That haſt no worth within thee to preſerve her. 


Beauty clear and fair, 
Where the air 
Rather like a perfume dwells ; 
Where the violet and the roſe 
Their blue veins in bluſh diſcloſe, 
And come to honour nothing elſe. 


Were we to live but near, 
Planted there, 
Is ftill to live, and ſtill live new ; 
Where to gain a favour is 
More than light, perpetual bliſs, 
Q ! make me live by ſerving you. 
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And lay dead, till the ſpring of beauty rais'd them 
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Dear, again recall, 
To this light, 
A ftranger to himſelf and all ; 
Both the wonder and the ſtory 
Shall be yours, and eke the glory : 
Jam your ſervant, and your thrall. 


Mir. Speak ſuch another ode, and take all yet. 
What fay ye to the ſcholar now? Ang. I wonder; 
Is he your brother, Sir ? 
Euſt. Les; *wou'd, he were buried! 
I fear, he'l] make an aſs of me; a younker. 
Ang. Speak not ſo foftly, Sir; tis very likely.— 
Bri. Come, leave your finical talk, and let's diſpatch, 
Char. Diſpatch ? What ? [ Charles, 
Bri. Why, the land. Char You are deceiv'd, Sir; 
Now I perceive what tis that wooes a woman, 
And what maintains her when ſhe's woo'd : I'll ſtop here. 
A wilful poverty ne'er made a beauty, 


Nor want of means maintain'd it virtuouſly : 


Though land and monies be no happineſs, 
Yet they are counted good additions. | 
That uſe I'll make, he that neglects a bleſſing, 
Though he want preſent knowlege how to uſe it, 
Neglects himſelf. May be, I have done you wrong, lady, 
Whoſe love and hope went hand in hand together ; 
May be, my brother, that has long expected 
The happy hour, and bleſs'd my ignorance 
(Pray, give me leave, Sir, I ſhall clear all doubts.) 
Why did they ſhew me you ? Pray, tell me that. 
(Mir. He'll talk thee into a penſion for thy knavery.) 
Char. You happy you, why did you break unto me ? 
The rofie-finger'd morn ne'er broke ſo ſweetly. 
Jam a man and have deſires within me, 


Affections too, though they were drown'd a while, 


Till I ſaw thoſe eyes, I was but a lump, | 

A chaos of confuſedneſs dwelt in me; 

Then from thoſe eyes ſhot love, and he diſtinguiſh'd, 

And into form he drew my faculties ; 

And now I know my land, and now I love too. 
Bri. We had beſt remove the maid, 
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Char. It is too late, Sir, 
1 have her figure. Nay, frown not, Euſtace, 
There are leſs worthy ſouls for younger brothers ; 
This is no form of ſilk but ſanctity, 
Which wild laſcivious hearts can never digaify. 
Remove her where you will, I walk along ſtill, 
For, like the light, we make no ſeparation ; 
You may ſooner part the billows of the ſea, 
And put a bar betwixt their fellowſhips, 

Than blot out my remembrance ; fooner ſhut 

Old time into a den, and ſtay his motion ; 

Waſh off the ſwift hours from his downy wings, 

Or ſteal eternity to ſtop his glaſs, 

Than ſhut the ſweet idea I have in me. 

Room for an elder brother pray, give place, Sir. 
Mir. H'as ſtudied duel too, take heed, he' beat thee. 

H'as frighted the old juſtice into a fever; 

I hope, he'll difinherit him too for an aſs ; 

For, though he be grave with years, he's a great baby. 
Char. Do not you think me mad ? | 
Ang. No, certain, Sir. 

I have heard nothing from you but things excellent. 

Char. You look upon my cloaths and laugh at me, 

My ſcurvy cloaths! Ang. They have rich linings, Sir; 

Iwou'd, your brother Char. His are gold and gawdy. 
Ang. But touch em inwardly, they imell of copper. 
Char. Can ye love me? I am an heir, ſweet lady, 

However I appear a poor dependant; 

Love you with honour, I ſhall love ſo ever: 

Is your eye ambitious? I may be a great man. 

Is't wealth or land you covet ? My father mult die. 
Mir. That was well putin; I hope, he'll take it deeply. 
Char. Old men are not immortal, as I take it; 

What is't, you look for, youth and handſomeneſs ? 

I do confeſs, my brother's a handſome gentleman, 

But he ſhall give me leave to lead the way, lady. 
Can you love for love, and make that the reward ? 
The old man ſhall not love his heaps of gold 

With a more doting ſaperſtition, 

Than I love you; the young man, his delights ; 
The merchant, when he ploughs the angry ſea up, 
And ſees the mountain-billows falling on him, 

As if all elements, and all their angers, 
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Were turn'd into one vow'd deſtruction, 

Shall not with greater joy embrace his ſafety. 
We'll live together like two wanton vines, 
Circling our ſouls and loves in one another ; 

We'll ſpring together, and we'll bear one fruit, 
One joy ſhall make us ſmile, and one grief mourn, 
One age go with us, and one hour of death 

Shall ſhut our eyes, and one grave make us happy. 

Ang. And one hand ſeal the match ; I'm yours for ever, 

Lew. Nay, certainly, tis done, Sir. 

Bri. There was a contrat,—Ang. Only conditional, 
That if he had the land, he had my love too; 

This gentleman's the heir, and he'll maintain it. 
Pray, be not angry, Sir, at what I ſay; 

Or if you be, tis at your own adventure. 

You have the outſide of a pretty gentleman, 

But, by my troth, your inſide is but harren; 

*Tis not a face I only am in love with, 

Nor will I ſay your face is excellent; 

A reaſonable hunting face, to court the wind with; 
Nor th'are not words, unleſs they be well plac'd too, 
Nor your ſweet Damnee's, nor your hired verſes, 
Nor telling me of cloaths, nor coach and horſes, 
No, nor your viſits each day in new ſuits, 

Nor your black patches you wear variouſly, 

Some cut like ſtars, ſome in half moons, ſome lozenges. 
(All which but ſhew you ſtill a younger brother) 
Mir. Gra'mercy, wench, thou haſt a noble ſoul too. 
Ang. Nor your long travels, nor your little knowlege, 

Can make me dote upon you. Faith, go ſtudy, 

And glean ſome goodneſs, that you * ſhew manly ; 
(Your brother at my ſuit, I'm ſure, will teach you,) 
Or only ſtudy how to get a wife, Sir, 

You're caſt behind, tis good you ſhould be melancholy, 
It ſhews like a gameſter that has loſt his money, . 
And 'tis the fallion to wear your arm in a ſcraf, Sir, 
For you have had a ſhrewd cut o'er the fingers. 

Lew. But you are in earneſt? Ang. Yes, believe me, father, 
You ſhall never chuſe for me; your're old and dim, Sir, 
And th' ſhadow of the earth eclips'd your judgment. 
You've had your time without controul, dear father, 
And you muſt give me leave to take mine now, Sir. (to! 

Bri. This is the laſt time of aſking, will you ſet your hand 
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Char. This is the laſt time of anſwering, I will never. 
Bri. Out of my doors! Char. Moſt willingly. 
Mir. He ſhall, Jew, - 

Thou of the tribe of Man-y-aſſes, coxcomb, 

And never trouble thee more till thy chops be cold, fool. 
Ang. Muſt I be gone too? Lew. I will never know thee. 
Ang. Then this man will, what fortune he ſhall run, father, 

Be't good or bad, I muſt partake it with him. 


Enter EGREMONT, 


Egre. When ſhall the maſqne begin? Euft. *Tis done 


All, all, is broken off; I am undone, friend; (already, 
My brother's wiſe again, and has ſpoil'd all, 
Will not releaſe the land, has won the wench too. 
| Fgrc. Cou'd he not ſtay till the maſque was paſt? ware 
ready. 
What a ſcurvy trick is this? Mir. O you may vaniſh, 
Perform it at ſome hall, where the citizens wives 
May ſee't for ſixpence a piece, and a cold ſupper. 
Come, let's go, Charles ; and now, my noble daughter, 
Il ſell the titles of my houſe e' er thou ſhalt want, wench. 
Rate up your dinner, Sir, and ſell it cheap. | 
Some younger brother will take't up in commodities. 
Send you joy, nephew Euſtace ; if ye ſtudy the law, 
Keep your great pippin-pies, they'll go far with ye. 
Char. I'd have your bleſſing. 
Bri, No, no, meet me no more, 
Farewell, thou wilt blaſt mine eyes elſe. Char. I will not. 
Lew. Nor ſend not e for gowns. | 
Ang. I'll wear coarſe flannel firſt. 


Bri, Come, let's go take ſome counſel. 
Lew. Tis too late. 


Bri. Then ſtay and dine; it may be, we ſhall vex em. 
| [Exeunt. 


The End of the Third AF. 
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1 
] 
Enter BR1SAC, EUSTACE, EGREMONT, and Cows v. | 
Bri. E' ER talk to me, you are no men but maſquers, / 
Shapes, ſhadows, and the ſigns of men, court- \ 
That every breath, or breaks, or blows away; [ bubbles, 7 
You have no ſouls, no mettle in your bloods, 7 
No heat to ſtir ye when ye have occaſion 5 5 
Frozen dull things that muſt be turn'd with leavers, þ 
Are you the courtiers and the travell'd gallants ? \ 
The ſpritely fellows, that the people talk of? H 
You've no more fpirit than three fleepy fots. 
Euſt. What would ye have me do, Sir ? 
Bri. Follow your brother, 
And get ye out of doors, and ſeek your fortune; 
Stand ſtill becalm'd, and let an aged dotard, * 
A hair-brain'd puppy and a bookiſh boy, 
That never knew a blade above a penknife, | A 
And how to cut his meat in characters, | A 
Croſs my defign, and take my own wench from thee, U. 
In mine own houſe too? Thou defpis'd, poor, fellow! Ti 
Euft. The reverence that I ever bare to you, Sir, Sh 
Then to my uncle, with whom t had been but ſaweineſs I. 
T' have been ſo roughh—gre. And we not feeing him He 
Strive in his own cauſe, that was principal, | 
And ſhou'd have led us on, thought it ill manners W 
To gin a quarrel here. Bri. You dare do nothing. If 
Do you make your care th' excuſe of your cowardlineſs On 
Three boys on hobby-horſes, with three penny halberts, T} 
Would beat you all. To 
Cow. You muſt not ſay ſo. Bri. Yes, | No 
And fing it too. Cow. You arc a man of peace, Caf 
Therefor we muſt give way. Bri. I'll make my way, In 


And therefor quickly leave me, or I'll force you ; 
And, having firſt torn off your flaunting * oak 
I'll trample on em; and if that cannot teach you 
To quite my houſe, I'll kick ye out of my gates; 
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You gawdy glow-worms, carrying ſeeming fire, 
Yet have no heat within ye! Cow. O bleſt travell! 
How much we owe thee for our pow'r to ſuffer ! 
Egre. Some ſpleenative youths now, that had never ſeen 
More than their country ſmoke, wou'd grow in choler 
It would ſhew fine in us. Euſt. Yes, marry, wou'd it, 
That are prime courtiers, and muſt know no angers ; 
But give thanks for our 1njuries, if we purpoſe 
To hold our places. Bri. Will you find the door, 
And find it ſuddenly ? You ſhall lead the way, Sir, 
With your perfum'd retinue, and recover 
The now loſt Angellina ; or, build on it, 
I will adopt ſome beggar's doubtful iſſue, 
Before thou ſhalt inherit. Euſt. We'll to counſel, 
And what may be done by man's wit or valour 
We'll put in execution. Bri. Do, or never 
Hope I ſhall know thee. [ Exeunt, 


Enter LEWIS. 
Leu. O Sir, have I found you? | 
Bri. 1 never hid myſelf : whence flows this fury, 
With which, as it appears, you come to fright me ? 
Lew. I ſmell a plot, a meer conſpiracy, 
Among ye all, to defeat me of my daughter ; 
And if ſhe be not ſuddenly deliver'd, 
Untainted in her reputation too, ; 
The beſt of France ſhall know how I am juggled with, 
She is my heir, and if ſlre may be raviſh'd. 
Thus from my care, farewel, nobility ! 
Honour and blood are meer neglected nothings. | 
Bri. Nay, then, my lord, you go too far, and tax him, 
Whoſe innocence underſtands not what fear is, 
If your unconſtant daughter will not dwell 
On certainties, muſt you thenceforth conclude 
That I am fickle ? what have I omitted, 
To make good my integrity and truth ? 
Nor can her lightneſs, nor your ſuppoſition, 
Caſt an aſperſion on me. Lew. I am wounded 
In fact, nor can words cure it: do not trifle, 
But ſpeedily, once more 1 do repeat it, 
Reſtore my daughter as I brought her hither, 
Or you ſhall hear from me in ſuch a kind, 


As you will bluſh to anſwer. — [Exit Lewis. 
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Bri. All the world, 

I think, conſpires to vex me, yet I will not 

Torment myſelf; ſome ſprightly mirth muſt baniſh 

The rage and melancholy which hath almoſt choak'd me; 

T* knowing man 'tis phyſic, and 'tis thought one; 

One merry hour Fil have, in ſpite of fortune, 

To chear my heart, and this is that appointed; 

This night IH hug my Lilly in my arms, 

Provocatives are ſent before to chear me; > 

We old men need em, and, though we pay dear 

For our ſtoln pleaſures, ſo it be done ſeeurely, 

The charge, much like a ſharp ſauce, gives 'em reliſh. 

Well, honeſt Andreu, I gave you a farm, 

And it ſhall have a beacon, to give warning 

To my other tenants when the foe — 5 

And preſently, you being beſtow'd elſewhere, 

Fl graft it with dexterity on your forchead ; 

Indeed, I will; Lilly, I come; poor Andrew! (Exit. 
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Enter MIRAMONT, and ANDREW. 


Mir. Do they chafe roundly ? 

And. As they were rub'd with ſoap, Sir. 
And now they ſwear aloud, now calm again, 
Like a ring of bells, whoſe ſound the wind ſtill alters; 
And then they fat in council what to do, 
And then they jar again, what ſhall be done; 
They talk of warrants from the parliament, 
Complaints to th' king, and forces from the province, 


5 They have a thouſand heads in a thouſand minutes, 


Yet ne' er a head one worth a head of garlic. | 
Mir. Long may they chafe, and long may we laugh at em, 

A couple of poor puppies yoak'd together 

But what fays the young courtier, maſter Euftace, 

And his two warlike friends? And. The ſay but little, 

How much they think, I know not; th ook ruefully, 

As if they had newly come from a vaulting-houſe, 

And had been quite ſhot throw 'tween wind and water 

By a ſhe Dunkirk, and had ſprunk a leak, Sir. 

Certain, my maſter was to blame. Mir. Why, Andrew? 
And. To take away the wench o'th' ſudden from him, 
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And give him no tawful warning; he is tender, 
And of a young girl's conſtitution, Sir, 
Ready to get the green - ſiekneſs with conceit; 
Had he but ta'en his leave in travelling language, 
Or brought an elegy of his condolement, 
That th' world might have ta' en notice he had been 
An aſs, it had been ſomę favour. Mir. Thou ſay'ſt true, 
Wiſe Andrew, but theſe ſcholars are ſuch things | 
When they can prattle. 
And. Very parlous things, Sir. . 
Mir. And when they gain the liberty to diſtinguiſh 
The difference *twixt the father and the fool, 
To look below and ſpy a younger brother, 
Pruning and drefkng up his expectations 
In a rare glafs of beauty, too good for him; 
Theſe dreaming ſcholars then turn tyrants, Andrew, 
And ſhew no merey. And. The more the pity, Sir. 
Mir. Thou told'ſt me of a trick to catch my brother, 
And anger him 2 little farther, Andrew. 
It ſhall be only anger, I aſſure thee, | 
And a little ſhame. And. I can fit you, Sir; 
Hark in your ear. Mir. Thy wife ? | 
And. So I aſſure ye: 
This night at twelve o'clock. 
Mir. Tis neat and handſome; 
There are twenty crowns due to thy project, Andrew. 
I've time to viſit Charles, and ſee what lecture 
He reads to his miſtreſs... That done, I'Il not fail 
To be with you. 
And, Nor I to watch my maſter. [Exeusrt. 
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Enter ANGELLINA, and SYLVIA with a Taper. 


Ang. I'm worſe than &er I was, for now I fear 
That that I love, that that I only dote on; 
He follows me through every room I paſs, 
And with a ſtrong ſet-eye he gazes on-me, 
As if his ſpark of innocence were blown 
Into a flame of luſt ;. virtue defend me! 
His uncle too is abſent, and tis night; 
And what theſe opportunities may teach him 


P 2 


# #2 * Ft $4 of a7 * * 
I E PEA; 3 — & 
* . v 2 » 


„ 


IS 


be Pb 


i . 1 5 , N . 8 2 NS 2 x * LS — 
N #4 4 r x *. J 2 J -_ Ef 0 1 . * w 8 n y ig * yo abs 2 a « £2 
* 6 x OR r 1 Y 1 * ; 7 5 2 S SEE P = - 54% at, 3 A 2 9 4 5 r 
N y Re 5 A iy A A KN q rat, LPR „ 3 rn 1 C J 1 4 > g 1 
b REN N ty Der n 3 - © _— _ , SVs "oy 0 lacy . 8 1 ** f — SS 2 
E x; g 40 Lea f = > Fa IN 4G 1 * 2 SY N 7 1 4 * p Koh & "AT TP. jp 2 6 . 2 * — = g 
1 . x 3 * 1 1 1 4 ”" 2 CERES 4 2 Gs ie I l ö Fe; CF I EIS 5 8 = Mon Sow TTY 2 3 4 5 — . Ie 2” WG ; « LOS. p 1 4 I 1+ | 
> K RS — 0 —W? 5 "a 7 ä al a> 4 be. oe _ 5 ys þ 1 q = "OE Sano Sx . 8 8 1 " 3 Y 1 A Pa * 1 — 
PO r 1 k c 2 — ny T 6 * D ; 4 S's, IE 9 = cc 0 11 cy 
9 n N 2 — ——— % „ e e 2 Io ET OTE ONDRT IG; | FS. gh? or MSIE \ a — — 
Lo 93 nf ro. 2 Py” : n n n Nr vets ff" _ 1 8 oi — — y— — P Pts S TOES 
8 1 1 * TY Edo Abe 2122 1 9 rat of ew — 45 N 8 WA, . drr e ng ron CS OE = n n n * 
— —_ " 4 n 4 ' r = ws. _ ar — * — v Fo W Fr. * "5; 4 _ K * n 
I r = - g N — 1 1 n Zoe, ants <A n n 27 7 
9 2 i” _- k Ke 32 * 1 _ mY Co ns R — — 5 
2 — 2 — 2 


— 94 p N Et 1 
i = 1 bs 
, N «ts 

* D 


24 


116 THE ELDER BROTHER. 


What fear and endleſs care 'tis, to be honeſt ! 
To be a maid, what miſery, what miſchief ! 
*Wou'd, I were rid of it, ſo it were fairly! 
Syl. You need not fear that, will you / be a child till ? 
He follows you, but ſtill to Jook upon you ; 
Or if he did defire to lye*with ye, 
*Tis but your own deſire, you love for that end; 
III lay my life if he were now a-bed w'ye, 
He is ſo modeſt he would fall ory ſtraight, 
Ang. Dare you venture that ? 
Syl. Let him conſent, and have at ye, 
I fear him not, he knows not what a woman is; 
Nor how to find the myſtery men aim at. 
Are you afraid of your own ſhadow, madam ? 
Ang. He follows ſtill, yet with a ſober face; 
*Wou'd, I might know the worſt, and then I were ſatisfied, 
$yl. You may know both, let him but go with ye. 


Enter CHARLES. 


Cher. Why do you fly me ? What have J ſo ill 

About me, or within me, to deſerve it ? 

Ang. I am going to bed, Sir. 
Char. And I am come to light ye; 

J am a maid, and ' tis a maiden's office; 

You may have me to-bed without a ſeruple, 

And yet I am ehary too who comes about me. 

Two innocents ſhould not fear one another. [madam, 
Sl. The gentleman ſays true. Pluck up your heart, 
Char. The glorious Sun, both riſing and declining, 

We boldly look upon; even then, ſweet lady, 

When, like a modeſt bride, he draws night's curtains ; 

Even then he bluſhes, that men ſhou'd behold him. 

Ang. 1 fear, he will perſuade me to miſtake him. 
Sy. *Tis eafily done, if you will give your mind to't. 
Ang. Pray ye, to your hed. 
Char. Why not to yours, dear miſtreſs ? 
One heart and one bed. 
Ang. True, Sir, when tis lawful : 

But yet you know— 
Chr. I wou'd not know, forget it; 

"Thoſe are but ſickly loves that hang on ceremony, 

Nurſt up with-doubts and fears, ours high and healthful ; 

Full of belief, and fit to teach the prieſt ; 
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Love ſhould ſeal firſt, then hands confirm the bargain. 
Ang. 1 ſhall be an heretic, if this continue. 
What wou'd you do a-bed ? You make me bluſh, Sir. 
Char. I'd ſee you ſleep, for, ſure, your ſleeps are excellent: 
You, that are waking ſuch a noted wonder, 
Muſt in your ſlumbers prove an admiration : 
I wou'd behold your dreams too, if 'twere poſſible 
Thoſe were rich ſhows. Ang. I am becoming traitor. 
Char. Then, like blue Neptune, courting of an iſland, 
Where all the perfumes and the precious things 
That wait upon great nature are laid up, 
Id clip it in mine arms, and chaſtly kiſs it; 
Dwell in your boſom like your deareſt thoughts, 
And ſigh and weep. | | 
Ang. I've too much woman in me. 
Char. And theſe true tears, falling on your pure chryſtals, 
Should turn to armlets for great queens to wear. 
Ang. 1 muſt begone. 
Char. Do not, I will not hurt ye; 
This is to let you know, my worthieſt lady, 
You've clear'd my mind, and I can ſpeak of love too; 
Fear not my manners, though I never knew 
Before theſe few hours what a beauty was, 
And ſuch a one that fires all hearts that feel it ; 
Yet I have read of virtuous temperance, 
And ſtudied it among my other ſecrets ; 
And ſooner would I force a ſeparation 
Betwixt this ſpirit and the caſe of fleſh, 
Than but conceive one rudeneſs againſt chaſtity. * 
Ang. Then, we may walk. 
Char. And talk of any thing, 
Any thing fit for your ears, and my language ; 
Though I was bred up dull, I was ever civil; 
'Tis true, I have found it hard to look on you, 
And not deſire ; *twill prove a wiſe man's taſk ; 
Yet thoſe de ſires I have ſo mingled ſtill, | 
And temper'd with the quality of honour, | 
That if you ſhou'd yield, I ſhou'd. hate you for't. 
Iam no courtier of a light condition, 
Apt to take fire at every beanteous face, 
That only ſerves his will and wantonneſs ; 
And lets the ſerious part of life run by, 
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As thin neglected ſand, whiteneſs of name. 

You muſt be mine ; why ſhou'd I rob myſclf 

Of that, that lawfully muſt make me happy? 

Why ſhou'd I ſeek to cuckold my delights ? 

And widow all thoſe ſweets, I aim at in you ? 

We'll loſe ourſelves in Venus? groves of mirtle, 

Where every little bird ſhall be a Cupid, 

And ſing of love and youth; each wind that blows, 

And curls the velvet leaves, ſhall breed delights ; 

The wanton ſprings ſhall call us to their banks, 

And on the perfum'd flow'rs we'll feaſt our ſenſes, 

Yet we'll walk by, untainted of their pleaſures, 

And as they were pure temples, we'll talk in them. 
Ang. To bed, and pray then, we may have a fair end 

Of our fair loves; *wou'd, I were worthy of you, 

Or of ſuch parents that might give you thanks! 

But Iam poor in all but in your love. 

Once more, good night. 
Char. A good night t'ye, and may 

The dew of ſleep fall gently on you, ſweet one, 

And lock ** fair lights in pleaſing flumbers ; 

No dreams but e and clear attempt your fancy, 

And break — ſweet morn, Pg hwy light elſe. 
Ang. Let it be ever night when I loſe you. 
Syl. This ſcholar never went to a free-ſchool, he's f 

fimple. 


Enter a SERY ANT. 


Ser. Your brother with two gallants is at door, Sir, 
And they're ſo violent, they'll take no denial. 

Ang. This is no time of night. 

Char? Let em in, miſtreſs. | 

Ser. They ſtay no leave: ſhall I raiſe the houſe on em. 

Char. Not a man, nor make no murmur of*t, I charge ye. 


Enter EusrAcz, EGREMONT, and CowsY. 


Euſt. They're here, my uncle abſent, ſtand. cloſe to me 
How do you, brother, with your curious ſtory ? 
Have you not read her yet ſufficiently ? | 
Char. No, brother, no, I ſtay yet in the preface; 
The ſtile's too hard for you. Euſt. I muſt entreat her, 
She's parcel of my goods. | | 
Char. She's all, when you have her. 
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Ang. Hold off your hands, unmannerly, rude, Sir; 
Nor I, nor what I have, depend on you. 

Char. Do, let her alone, ſhe gives good counſel ; do not 
Trouble yourſelf with ladies, they are too light; D 
Let out your land, and get a provident ſteward. 

Ang. I cannot love ye, let that ſatisfy you; 

Such vanities as you are to be laugh'd at. | 
Euſt. Nay, then you muſt go, I muſt claim mine own. 
Both. Away, away with her. Char. Let her alone, 
p [She ſtrikes off Euſtace's hat. 
| Pray, let her alone, and take your coxcomb up: | 
| Let me talk civilly a while with you, brother, 
It may be, on ſome terms 1 may part with her. 
Euſt. O, is your heart come down ? 
What are your terms, Sir? 
Put up, put up. Char. This is the firſt and chiefeſt, 


Let's walk a turn; [ Snatches away his ſword. 
Now ſtand off, fools, I adviſe ye, 


Stand as far off as you would hope for mercy: 

This is the firſt ſword yet I ever handled, : 

And a ſword's a beauteous thing to look upon, 

And, if it hold, I ſhall ſo hunt your inſolence: 

'Tis ſharp, I'm ſure, and if I put it home, 

'Tis ten to one I ſhall new pink your ſattins : 

I find, I have ſpirit enough to diſpoſe of it, 

And will enough to make ye all examples ; 

Let me toſs it round, I have the full command on't : 

Fetch me a native fencer, I defy him ; 

I feel the fire of ten ſtrong ſpirits in me. 

What, do you watch when my uncle is abſent ? 

This is my grief, I ſhall be fleſh'd on cowards ; 

Teach me to fight, I willing am to learn. 

Are ye all gilded flies, nothing but ſhew in ye; 

hy ſtand ye gaping ? Who now touches her? 

Who calls her his, or who dares name her to me, 

But name her as his own ? who dares look on her ? 

That ſhall be mortal too; but think, tis dangerous. 

Art thou a fit man to inherit land, | 

And haſt no wit, nor ſpirit to maintain it ? 

Stand ſtill, thou ſign of man, and pray for thy friends, 

Pray heartily, good prayers may reſtore ye. 
Ang. Do not kill em, Sir. 
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Char. You ſpeak too late, dear; 
It is my firſt fight, and I muſt.do bravely ; 
I muſt not look with partial eyes on any ; 
I cannot ſpare a button of theſe gentlemen ; 
Did life he in their heel, Achilles-like, 
I'd ſhoot my anger at thoſe parts, and kill 'em. 
Who waits within? Ser. Sir, 
Char. View all theſe, view 'em well, | 
Go round about em, and ſtil} view their faces, 
Round about yet; ſee how death waits upon 'em, 
For thou ſhalt never view 'em more. 
Euſt. Pray hold, Sir. 
Char. I cannot hold, you ſtand ſo fair before me, 


'T muſt not hold, *twill darken all my glories. 


Go to my uncle, bid him poſt to the king, 
And get my pardon inſtantly, I have need on't. 
Euſt. Are you ſo unnatural? Char. You ſhall die laſt, Sit 
I'll talk thee dead, thou art no man to fight with. 
Come, will ye.come ? Methinks, I've fought whole battle, 
"Cow. We have no quarrel to you, that we know on, Si, 
Egre. We'll quite the houfe, and aſk ye mercy too: 
Good lady, let no murther be done here ; 
We came here but to parly. Char. How my ſword 
Thirſts after them ? Stand away, ſweet. Euſt. Pray, Sir, 
Take my ſubmiſſion, and I diſclaim for ever. 
Char. Away, ye poor things, ye deſpicable creatures ! 
Do you come polt to fetch a lady from me, 
From a poor ſchool-boy that ye ſcorn'd of late? 
And grow lame in your hearts, when you ſhould execute! 
Pray, take her, take her, I am weary of her ; 
What did ye bring to carry her ? 
Egre. A coach and four horſes. 
Char. But are they good ? 
Egre. As good as France can ſhew, Sir. 
Char. Are you willing to leave thoſe, and take your fafe- 
Speak quickly. Euſt. Yes, with all our hearts. (ties! 
Char. Tis done then: | 
Many have got one horſe, I've got four by the bargain. 
aw Enter MIRAMONT. | 
Mir. How now, who's here? | 
Ser. Nay, now you're gone without bail. [ſword; 
Mir, What, drawn, my friends? Fetch me my two-hand 
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I will not leave a head on your ſhoulders, wretches. 

Euſt. In truth, Sir, I came but to do my duty. 

Both. And we to renew our loves. 

Mir. Bring me a blanket. | 
What came they for? Ang. To borrow me a while, Sir; 
But one, that never fought yet, has ſo curried, 
So baſtinado'd them with manly carriage, 
They ſtand like things Gorgon had turn'd to ſtone : 
They watch'd your being abſent, and then thought 
They might do wonders here, and they have done ſo : 
For, hy my troth, I wonder at their coldneſs ; 
The nipping north, or froſts, never came near them, 
St. George upon a ſign wou'd grow more ſenſible : 
If the name of honour were for ever to be loſt, 
Theſe were the moſt ſufficient men to do it 
In all the world, and yet they are but young ; 
What will they riſe too? They're as full of fire 
As a frozen glow-worm's tail, and ſhine as goodly ; 
Nobility and patience are match'd rarely 
In theſe three gentlemen, they have right uſe on't ; 
They'll ſtand ſtill for an hour, and be beaten. 
Theſe are the anagrams of three great worthies. 

Mir, They will infe& my houſe with cowardice, 
If they breathe longer in it ; my roof covers 
No bafſſled monſieurs, walk and air yourſelves ; 
As I live, they ſtay not here, white liver'd wretches | 
Without one word to aſk a reaſon why, 
Vaniſh, *tis the laſt warning, and with ſpeed; 
For if I take ye in hand, I ſhall diſſect you, 
And read upon your flegmatic dull carcaſſes. 

[Exeunt Euſtace, Egremont, and Cowſy. 
My horſe again there : I have other buſineſs, 
Which you ſhall hear hereafter, and laugh at it. 
Good night, Charles ; fair goodneſs to you, dear lady. 
Tis late, 'tis late. Ang. Pray, Sir, be careful of us. 
Mir, It is enough, my beſt care ſhall attend ye. [ Exit. 
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Enter ANDREW. 


And. Are you come, old maſter ? Very good, your horſe 
Is well ſet up; but e'er ye part, I'll ride you, 
Vo L. II. | | 
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And ſpur your reverend juſticeſhip ſuch a queſt on't, * 
As I ſhall make the ſides o your reputation bleed, 
Truly, I will. Now muft I play at bo-peep——— 

A banquet well, potatoes and eringoes, 

And, as I take it, cantharides, excellent! 

A priapiſme follows; and, as I'll handle it, 

It ſhall, old lecherous goat in authority. 

Now they begin to bill; how he ſlavers her! 

Gra'mercy, Lilly! ſhe ſpits his kiſſes out; 

And, now he offers to fumble, ſhe falls off, 

(That's a good wench) and cries, fair play, above board. 
Who are they in the corner ? As I live, 

A covey of fidlers; I ſhall have ſome muſic yet at 

My making free o'th' company of horn'd ones; 

There's the comfort ; and a ſong too! He beckons for one 
Sure, tis no anthem, nor no borrowed rhymes | 
Out of the ſchool of virtuc ; I will liſten —— [A Song, 
This was never pen'd at Geneva, the note's too ſpritely. 
So, ſo, the muſic's paid for ; and now what follows ? 
O, that monfieur Miramont would but keep his word, 
Here were a feaſt to make him fat with laughter, 

At the moſt tis not fix minutes riding from Fs houſe, 
Nor will he break, I hope 0, are you come, Sir? 


| Enter M1RAMONT. 

The prey is in the net; and we'll break in 

Upon occafion. Mir. Thou ſhalt rule me, Andrew. 

O, th' infinite fright that will aſſail this gentleman! 
The Quartans, Tertians, and Quotidians 

That will hang, like ſerjeants, on his worſhip's ſhoulder! 
The humiliation of the fleſh of this man, 

This grave auſtere man, will be wondred at. 

How will thofe folemn looks appear to me, 
And that ſevere face, that ſpake chains and ſhackles ? 
Now I take him in the nick, e'er I have done with him, 
He'd better have ſtood between two panes of wainſcot, 
And made his recantation in the market, 

Than hear me conjure him. 


And. He muſt paſs this way, 
To th' only bed I have; he comes, ſtand cloſe. 
Enter BRISAc, and LILLY. 
Bri. Well done, well done, give me my night-cap. 80 
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Quick, quick, untruſs me; I will truſs and trounce thee ; 
Come, wench, a kiſs between each point; kiſs cloſe; 
It is a ſweet parentheſis. Lil. You're merry, Sir. 
Bri, Merry I will be anon, and thou ſhalt feel it, 
Thou ſhalt, my Lilly. Lil. Shall I air your bed, Sir ? 
Bri. No, no, I'll uſe no warming-pan but thine, girl; 
That's all. Come kiſs me again. Lil. Ha'ye done yet? 
Bri. No; but I will do, and do wonders, Lilly. | 
Shew me the way. Lil. You cannot miſs it, Sir; 
You ſhall have a caudle in the morning, for 
Your worſhip's breakfaſt. Bri. How, 1'th' morning, Lilly ? 
Th'art ſuch a witty thing to draw me on. LD : 
Leave fooling, Lilly, IJ am hungry now, 
And th'haſt another kickſhaw, I muſt taſte it. 
Lil. *T will make you ſurfeit, I am tender of you, | 
Vhave all y*are like to have. And. Can this be in earneſt? 
Mir. It ſeems ſo, and ſhe honeſt. Bri. Have I not 
Thy promiſe, Lilly? Lil. Yes, and I've perform'd 
Enough to a man of your years; this is truth, | 
And you ſhall find, Sir; you have kiſs'd and tous'd me, 
Handled my leg and foot; what wou'd you more, Sir? 
As for the reſt, it requires youth and ſtrength, 
And the labour in an old man would breed aches, 
Sciatica's, and cramps z you ſhall not curſe me, 
For taking from you what you cannot ſpare, Sir. 
Be good unto yourſelf, y' have ta'en alread 
All you can take with eaſe ; you are paſt threſhing, 
It is a work too boiſterous for you, leave 
Such drudgery to Andrew. Mir. How ſhe jeers him ? 
Lil. Let Andrew alone with his own tillage, 
He's tough, and can manure it. Bri. Y*are a queen, 
A ſcoffing jeering queen. Lil. It may be fo, but, 
I'm ſure I'll ne'er be yours. Bri. Do not provoke me, 
If thou doſt, I'll have thy farm again, and turn 
Thee out a begging. Lil. Though you have the will, 
And want of honeſty to deny your deed, Sir, 
Yet, I hope, Andrew has got ſo much learning 
From my young maſter, as to keep his own ; 
At the worſt, I'll tell a ſhort tale to the ſudges, 
For what grave ends you ſign'd your leaſe, and on 
What terms you wou'd revoke it. 
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Bri. Whore, thou dar'ſt not. 
Yield or I'll have thee whip'd ; how my blood boils, 
As if *twere o'er a furnace! Mir. I ſhall cool it, 
Bri. Yet, gentle Lilly, pity and forgive me; 

I'll be a friend to ve, ſuch a loving bountiful friend 
Lil. To avoid ſuits in law, I wou'd grant a little, 
But ſhould fierce Andrew know it, what wou'd become 

Of me? And. A whore, a whore. 
Bri. Nothing but well, wench, 
J will put ſuch a ſtrong bit in his mouth, 
As thou ſhalt rid him how thou wilt, my Lilly: 
Nay, he ſhall hold the door, as I will work him, 
And thank thee for the office. Mir. Take heed, Andreu, 
Theſe are ſhrewd temptations. And. Pray you, know 
Your cue, and ſecond me, Sir; by your worſhip's favour— 
Bri. Andrew ! 
And. I come in time to take poſſeſſion 
Of the office ye aſſign me! Hold the door! 
Alas, tis nothing for a ſimple man 5 
To ſtay without, when a deep underſtanding 
Holds conference within; ſay, with his wife: 
A trifle, Sir; I know, I hold my farm 
In cuckold's tenure ; you are lord o' th' ſoil, Sir; 
Lilly is a weft, a ſtray, ſhe's yours to uſe, Sir, 
I claim no intereſt in her. Bri. Art thou ſerious ? 
Speak, honeſt Andreu, fince thou haſt o'erheard us, 
And wink at ſmall faults, man; I'm but a pidler, 
A little will ſerve my turn; thou'lt find enough, 
When 1've my belly full: wilt thou be private 
And filent? And. By all means; I'll only have 
A ballad made of't, fung to ſome lewd tune, 
And the name of it ſhall be the Fuſtice-Trap : 
It will fel] rarely with your worſhip's name, 
And Lilly's on the top. Bri. Seek not the ruin 
O' my reputation, Andrew. And. Tis your credit; 
Monſieur Briſac, printed in capital letters, 
Then paſted upon all the poſts in Paris. 
Bri. No mercy, Andrew ? | 
And. O, I will proclaim you 
From th' city to the court, and prove ſport royal. 
Bri. Thou ſhalt keep thy farm. 
Mir. He does afflict him rarely. 
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And. You trouble me. Then his intent arriving, 
The vizard of his hypocriſy pull'd off 
To the judge criminal. . Bri. O! I am undone. 

And. He's put out of commiſſion by diſgrace, 

And held uncapable of bearing office 
Ever hereafter. This is my revenge, 
And this I'll put in practice. Bri. Do but hear me. 

And. To bring me back from my grammar to my horn- 

book, 
It is unpardonable. Bri. Do not play the tyrant ; 
Accept of compoſition. Lil. Hear him, Andrew. 

And. What compoſition ? Bri. VII confirm thy farm, 
And add unto't an hundred acres more 
Adjoining to it. And. Umph ! this molliſies ; 

But you're ſo fickle, and will again deny this, 
There being no witneſs by. Bri, Call any witneſs, 
I'll preſently aſſure it. And. Say you ſo ? 
Troth, there's a friend of mine, Sir, within hearing, 
That is familiar with all that's paſt, | 
His teſtimony will be authentical. 
Bri. Will he be ſecret ? 
And. You may tie his tongue up. 
As you would do your purſe- ſtrings. 

Bri. Miramont ! Mir. Ha, ha, ha. 

And. This is my witneſs. Lord, how you are troubled ? 
Sure, you've an ague, you ſhake ſo with choler ; 
He's your loving brother, Sir, and will tell nobody, 
But all he meets ; that you have eat a ſnake, 

And are grown young, gameſome, and rampant. 

Bri. Caught thus? _ 

And. If he were one that would make jeſts of you, 
Or plague ye with making your religious gravity 
Ridiculous to your neighbours, then you had 
Some cauſe to be perplex d. Bri. I ſhall become 
Diſcourſe for clowns and tapſters. | 

And. Quick, Lilly, quick. 

He's now paſt kiſſing, between point and point. 
He ſwoons, fetch him ſome cordial-—now put in, Sir. 

Mir. Who may this be? Sure, this is ſome miſtake : 
Let me ſee his face, wears he not a falſe beard ? 

It cannot be Briſac, that worthy gentleman, 
The pillar, and the patron, of his country ; 
He is too prudent, and too cautelous, 
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Experience has taught him to avoid theſe fooleries ; 
He is the puniſher and not the doer, 
Beſides he's old and cold, unfit for women; 
This is ſome counterfeit, he ſhall be whip'd for't, | 
Some baſe abuſer of my worthy brother. (judges? 
Bri. Open the doors, will ye impriſon me ? Are ye my 
Mir, The man raves ! This is not judicious Briſac: * 
Yet now I think on't, a' has a kind of dog-look 
Like to my brother, a guilty hanging face, 
Bri. I'll ſuffer bravely, & your worſt, do, do. 
Mir. Why, it's manly in you. 
Bri. Nor will I rail, nor curſe; © 
You ſlave, you whore, I will not meddle with you, 
But all the torments that e er fell on men, 
That feed on miſchief, fall heavily on you all! (Exit. 
Lil. You have giv'n him a hear, Sir. 
Mir. He will ride you the better, Lilly. 
And. We'll teach him to meddle with ſcholars. 
Mir. He ſhall make good his promiſe to encreaſe thy 
farm, Andrew, 
Or I'll jeer him to death; fear nothing, Lilly; 
I am thy champion. This jeſt goes to Charles, 
And then I'll hunt him out, and monſieur Euſtace 
The gallant courtier, and laugh heartily 
To ſee em mourn together. And. Twill be rare, Sir. 
| 3 [Exeunt. 


CCTV. SCENES L 


Enter EusTACE, EGREMONT, and Cowsy. 


Euft. 1 out of doors, and baffled ! 
Egre. We ſhare with you | 

In the affront. Cow. Yet bear it not like you, 
With ſuch dejection. Euſt. My coach and horſes 
The ranſom of our cowardice ! 

Cow. Piſh, that's nothing, . 
*Tis damnum reparabile, and ſoon recover d. 

Egre. It is but feeding a ſuitor with falſe hopes, 
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And after ſqueeze him with a dozen of oaths. 
You are new rigg'd, and this no more remembred. 
Euſt. And does the court, that ſhould be the example 
And oracle of the kingdom, read to us 
No other doctrine? Egre. None that thrives ſo well 
As that, within my knowlege, Cow. Flatt'ry rubs on; 
But ſince great men learn to admire themſelves, 
'Tis ſomething creſt-fallen. Egre. To be of no religion, 
Argues a ſubtle moral underſtanding, 
And it is often cheriſh'd. Euſt. Piety then, 
And valour, nor to do nor ſuffer wrong, 
Are there no virtues. Egre. Rather vices, Euſtace ; 
Fighting! What's fighting? It may be in faſhion 
Among provant ſwords, and buff-jerkin men: 
But w'us, that ſwim in choice of filks and tiſſues, 5 
Though in defence of that word reputation, ; 
Which is, indeed, a kind of glorious nothing, 
To loſe a dram of blood muſt needs appear 
As coarſe as to be honeſt. Euſt. And all this 
You ſeriouſly believe. Cow. It is a faith, 
That we will die in ; fince from the black guard 
To the grim Sir in office, there are few 
Hold other tenets. Euſt. Now m s are open, 
And I behold a ſtrong neceſfity, Sh m7" 
That keeps me knave and coward. 
Cow. Y'are the wiſer. 
Euſt. Nor can I change my copy, if I purpo 
To be of your ſociety. Egre. By no means. 
Euſt. Honour is nothing with you? 
Cow. A meer bubble; 
For what's grown common is no more regarded. 
Euſt. My ſword forc'd from me too, and ſtill detain'd, 
You think, 's no blemiſh. Egre. Get me a battoon, 
'Tis twenty times more court-like, and leſs trouble. 
Euſt. And yet you wear a ſword. 
Cow, Yes, and a good one, 
A Milan hilt, and a Damaſco blade, 
For ornament, not uſe; the court allows it. 
Euſt. WilPt not fight of it ſelf? | 
Cow, I ne'er try'd this. 
Yet I have worn as fair as any man: 
Im ſure, I've made my cutler rich, and paid = 
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For ſeveral weapons, Turkiſh and Toledo's, 

Two thouſand crowns, and yet could' never light 
Upon a fighting one. Euſt. I'll borrow this, 

] like it well. Cow. *Tis at your ſervice, Sir, 

A lath in a velvet ſcabbard will ſerve my turn. 

Euft. And now I have it, leave me; y'are infectious, 
The plague and leproſy of your baſeneſs ſpreading 
On all that do come near you; ſuch as you 
Render the throne of majeſty, the court, 

Suſpected and contemptible; you are ſcarabs, 
That batten in her dung, and have no palates 
To taſte her curious viands ; and, like owls, 
Can only ſee her night deformities, | 
But with the glorious ſplendor of her beauties 
You are ſtruck blind as moles, that undermine 
The ſumptuous building that allow'd you ſhelter : 
You ſtick, hike running ulcers, on her face, 
nd taint the pureneſs of her native candor, 
And, being bad ſervants, cauſe your maſter's goodneſs 
To be diſputed of; you make the court, 
That is the abſtract of all academies, 
To teach and practiſe noble undertakings 
(Where courage fits triumphant crown'd with lawrel, 
And wiſdom loaded with the weight of honour) 
A ſchool of vices. Egre. What ſudden rapture's this? 
Euſt. A heav'nly one, 
' That, raifing me from ſloth and ignorance, 
(In which your converſation long hath charm'd me) 
Carries me up into the air of action, 
And knowlege of my ſelf; even now I feel, 
But pleading only in the court's defence, 
Though far ſhort of her merits and bright luſtre, 
A happy alteration, and full ſtrength 
To ſtand her champion againſt all the world, 
That throw aſperſions on her. 
Cow. Sure, he'll beat us, 
I ſee it in his eyes. Egre. A ſecond Charles ; 
Pray, look not, Sir, ſo furiouſly. Euſt. Recant 
What you have ſaid, ye mungrils, and lick up 
The vomit you have caſt upon the court, ; 
Where you unworthily have had warmth and breeding, 
And ſwear that you, like ſpidery, have made poiſon 
Of that which was a ſaving antidote. 
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Egre. We will ſwear any thing. 

Cow, We honour the court 
As a moſt ſacred place. Egre. And will make oath, 
If you enjoin us to't, nor knave, nor fool, 
Nor coward living in it. Euſt. Except you two, 
You raſcals! Cow. Yes, we are all theſe, and more, 
If you will have it fo. Euſt. And that until 
You are again reform'd and grown new men, 
You ne'er preſume to name the court, or preſs 
Into the porter's lodge but for a penance, 
To be diſciplin'd for your roguery, and, this done, 


With true contrition Both. Yes, Sir. Euſt. You again, 
May eat ſcraps, and be thankful, 


Cow. Here's a cold breakfaſt 
After a ſharp night's walking. Fuft, * your oaths, 
And without grumbling vaniſh. 

Both. We are gone, Sir. [Exeunt. 

Euſt. May all the poorneſs of my ſpirit go with you! 
The fetters of my thraldom are fil d off, 

And I at liberty to right my ſelf; 

And though my hope in Angellina' s little, 

My honout, unto which compar'd ſhe's nothing, 
Shall, like the ſun, diſperſe thoſe low'ring clouds, 
That yet obſcure and dim it; not the name 

Of brother ſhall divert me, but from him, 

That in the world's opinion ruin'd me, 

I will ſeek reparation and call him 

Unto a ſtrict account. Ha! 'tis near day, 

And it the muſe's friend, roſe-check'd Aurora, 
Invite him to this ſolitary grove, 

As, I much hope, ſhe will, he ſeldom miſling 

To pay his vows here to her, I ſhall hazard 

To hinder his devotions— The door opens. 
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Enter CHARLES. 


'Tis he, moſt certain, and by's fide my ſword : 

Bleſt opportunity ! Char. I have o'erſlept my ſeltf, 
And loſt part of the morn, but I'Il recover it. 
Before I went to bed, I wrote ſome notes 

Within my table-book, which I'll now conſider. 


Ha! what means this ? Y What do I with a ſword ? 
Vor. II. | R 
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Learn'd Mercury needs not th' aid of Mars, and innocence 
Is to itſelf a guard, yet ſince arms ever 
Protect arts, I may juſtly wear and uſe it; | 
For ſince 'twas made my prize, I know not how, 
I'm grown in love with't, and cannot eat, nor ſtudy, 
And much leſs walk, without it. But I trifle, 
Matters of more weight aſk my judgment. 
Euſt. None, Sir; 
Treat of no other theme, I'll keep you to it, 
And ſee, y'expound it well. Char. Euſtace J 
Euſt. The fame, Sir, 
Your younger brother, who, as duty binds him, 
Hath al this night, turn'd out of doors, attended, 
To bid good-morrow t'ye. Char. This, not in ſeorn, 
Commands me to return it. Wou'd you aught elſe ? 
Euſt. O much, Sir, here I end not, but begin; 
I muſt ſpeak to you in another ſtrain 
Than yet I ever us'd, and if the language 
Appear in the delivery rough and harſh, 
You, being my tutor, muſt condemn yourſelf, 
From whom I learn'd it. Char, When I underſtand, 
Be't in what ſtile you pleafe, what's your demand, 
I ſhall endeavour in the ſelf-ſame phraſe 
To make an anſwer to the point. Eu/?. I come not 
To lay claim to your birth-right, 'tis your own, 
And *tis fit you enjoy it; nor aſk I from you 
Your learning and deep knowlege ; though I am not 
A ſcholar as you are, I know them diamonds 
By your ſole induſtry, patience, and labour, 
Forc'd from ſteep rocks, and with much toil attain'd, 
And but to few, that prize their value, granted ; 
And therefore without rival freely wear them. 
Char. Theſe not repin'd at, as you ſeem t' inform me, 
The motion muſt he of a ſtrange condition, 
If I refuſe to yield to't ; therefor, Euſtace, 
Without this tempeſt in your looks, propound it, 
And fear not a denial. Euſt. I require then, 
As from an enemy, and not a brother, 
The reputation of a man, the honour, 
Not by a fair war won when I was | 
But in my ſleep of folly raviſh'd from me; 
With theſe, the reſtitution of my ſword, 
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With large acknowlegement of ſutis faction, 
My coach, my horſes; and what concludes all, 
My miſtreſs Angellina, as the was 
Before the muſical magic of thy tongue 
Inchanted and ſeduc'd her. Theſe perform'd, 
And with ſubmiſſion, and done publicly, 
At my father's and my uncle's interceſſion, 
(That I put in too) I, perhaps, niay liſten 
To terms of reconcilement; but if theſe 
In every circumſtance are not ſubſcrib'd to, 
To th' laſt gaſp I defy thee. Char. Theſe are ſtrict 
Conditions to a brother. Euſt. My reſt is up, 
Nor will I go leſs. Char. I'm no gameſter, Euſtace ; 
Yet I can gueſs, your reſolution ſtands 
To win or loſe all; I rejoice to find ye 
Thus tender of your honour, and that at length 
You underſtand what a wretched thing you were ; 
How deeply wounded by yourſelf, and made 
Almoſt incurable, in your own hopes; 
The dead fleſh of pale cowardiſe growing over 
Your feſter'd reputation, which no balm 
Or gentle unguent ever cou'd make way to. 
And I am happy that I was the ſurgeon, 
That did apply thoſe burning corroſives, 
That render you already ſenſible 
O'th* danger you wete plung'd in; teaching you, 
And by a fair gradation, how far, 
And with what curious reſpect and care 
The peace and credit of àa man within 
(Which you ne'er thought 'till now) ſhould be pteferr'd 
Before a gawdy outſide; pray you, fix here, 
For ſo far I go with you. Euſt. This diſeourſe 
Is from the ſubject. Char. I'll come to it, brother, 
But if you think to build upon my ruins, 
You'll find a falſe foundation: your high offers, 
Taught by the maſters of dependencies, | 0 
That by compounding differences tween others 
Supply their own neceffities, with me 
Will never carry't : as you are my brother, 
I would diſpenſe a little, but no more 
Than honour can give way to; nor muſt I 
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Deſtroy that in my ſelf I love in you; 

And therefar let not hopes or threats perſuade you, 

T will deſcend to any compoſition, | 

For which I may be cenſur'd. Euſt. You ſhall fight then. 
Char. With much unwillingneſs with you, butif 

There's no cvaſion E. None. ; 
Char. Hear yet a word, 

As for the ſword and other fripperies, 

In a fair way ſend for them, you ſhall have em, 

But rather than ſurrender Angellina, 

Or hear it again mention'd, I oppoſe 

My breaſt unto loud thunder, caſt behind me 

All ties of nature. Euſt. She detain'd I'm deaf 

To all perſuaſion. Char. Guard thyſelf then, Euſtace : 

T'll uſe no other rhetoric. | 


Enter MIRAMONT. 


Mir. Claſhing of ſwords 
So near my houſe | brother oppos'd to brother! 
Here 1s no fencing at half ſword ; hold, hold, 
Charles, Euſtace, — Euſt. Second him, or call in more help, 
Come not between us, 1'll not know nor ſpare you; 
D'ye fight by th' book? 
Char. *Tis you that wrong me; off, Sir, 
And ſuddenly I'll conjure down the ſpirit 
That I have rais'd in him. Eufl. Never, Charles, 
Till thine, and in thy death, be doubled in me. 


Mir. I'm out of breath, yet truſt not too much to't, 


boys ; 
For if you pauſe not ſuddenly, and hear reaſon, 
Do, kill your uncle, do, but that I'm patient, 
And not a choleric 01d teaſty fool, | 
Like to your father, I'd dance a Matlachin with you, 
Shou'd make you ſweat your beſt blood for't; I wou'd, 
And it may be I will. Charles, I command thee, | 
And, Euſtace, I intreat thee ; th'art a brave ſpark, 
A true tough-metal'd blade, and I begin 
To love thee heartily, give me a fighting courtier, 
I'll cheriſh him for example; in our age 
They're not born every day. Char. You of late, Sir, 
In me lov'd learning, Mir. True, but take me w'ye, 
Charles ; | 
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'Twas when young Euſtace wore his heart in's breeches, 
And fought his battles in compliments and cringes ; 
When's underſtanding wav'd in a flanting feather, 
And his beſt contemplation look'd no further 
Than a new-faſhion'd doublet; I confeſs, then, 
The lofty noiſe, your Greck made, only pleas'd me; 
But now he's turn'd an Oliver and a Rowland, 
(Nay, the whole dozen of peers are bound up in him ;) 
Let me remember, when I was of years, 
I did look very like him; and did you ſee 
My picture as I was then, you would ſwear 
That gallant Euſtace, (I mean, now he dares fight) 
Was the true ſubſtance and the perfect figure, 
Nay, nay, no anger, you have enough, Charles. 
Char. Sure, Sir, I ſhall not need addition from him. 
Euſt. Nor from any, this ſhall decide my intereſt ; 
Though I am loſt to all deſerving men, 
To all that men call good, for ſuff ring tamely 
Inſufferable wrongs, and juſtly ſlighted, 
By yielding to a minute of delay 
In my revenge, and trom that made a ſtranger 
Unto my father's houſe and favour, o'erwhelm'd 
With all diſgraces, yet I will mount upward, 
And force myſelf a tortune, though my birth | 
And breeding do deny it. Char. Seek not, Euſtace, 
By violence what will be offer'd to you, 
On eaſier compoſition 3 though I was not 
Ally'd unto your weakneſs, you ſhall find me 
A brother to your bravery of ſpirit ; 
And one that, not compell'd to't by your ſword, 
(Which I muſt never fear) will ſhare with you : 
In all but Angellina. Mir. Nobly faid, Charles, 
And learn from my experience, you may hear reaſon 
And never main your fighting ; for your credit, 
Which you think you have loſt, ſpare Charles ; and ſwinge 
me, | 
And ſoundly, three or four walking velvet cloaks, 
That wear ſwords not to guard 'em; yet, deſerve it, 
Thou art made up again. Euſt. All this is lip-falve. 
Mir. Tt ſhall be heart's eaſe, Euſtace, e' er I have done; 
As for thy father's anger, now thou dar'ſt fight, | 
Ne'er fear't, for I've the dowcets of his gravity 
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Faſt in a ſtring, and will ſo pinch and wring him, 
That, ſpite of his authority, thou ſhalt make 
Thine own conditions with him. 
Euſt. I'll take leave. | 
A little to conſider. Char. Here comes Andrew 
Mir. Without his comical and learned face. 
What fad diſaſter, Andrew? And. You may read, Sir, 
A tragedy in my face. Mir. Art thou in carneſt ? 
And. Yes, by my life, Sir; and if now you help not, 
And ſpeedily by force or by perſuaſion, 
My good old maſter (for now I pity him) 
Is ruin'd for ever. Char. Ha, my father? And. He, Sir, 
Mir. By what means ? Speak. | 
And. At the ſuit of monſieur Lewis, 
His houſe is ſciz d upon, and he in perſon 
Is under guard, (I ſaw it with theſe eyes, Sir,) 
To be convey'd to Paris, and there ſentenc'd. 
Mir. Nay, then there is no jeſting. Char. Do I live, 
And know my father injur'd? _ 
And. And what's worſe, Sir, 
My lady Angellina—Euſt. What of her? 
And. She's carried away too. Mir. How? 
And. While you were abſent, | 
| A crew of monſicur Lewis's friends and kinſmen 
| By force brake in at th* back part of the houſe, 
And took her away by violence; faithful Andrew, 
(As this can witneſs for him,) did his beſt 
In her defence, but 'twould not do. Mir. Away, 
And ſee our horſes ſaddled; tis no time 
Jo talk but do: Euſtace, you now are offer'd 
A ſpacious ficld, and in a pious war 
To exerciſe your valour ; here's a cauſe, | 
And ſuch-a one, in which to fall is honourable, 
Your duty and reverence due to a father's name 
Commanding it; but theſe unnatural jars, 
Ariſing between brothers, ſhould you proſper, a 
Wou'd ſhame your victory. Euſt. I wou'd do much, Sir; 
But ſtill my reputation Mir. Charles ſhall give you 
All decent fatisfaCtion ; nay, join hands, 
And heartily ; why, this is done like brothers; 
And old as I am, in this cauſe that concerns 
The honour of out family, monſieur Lewis, 
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If reaſon cannot work, ſhall find and feel 
There's hot blood in this arm; I'll lead you bravely. 
Euſt. And if I follow not, a coward's name | 
Be branded on my forehead ! Char. This ſpirit makes you 
A ſharer in my fortunes. Mir. And in mine, 
Of which ( Briſac once freed, and Angellina 
Again in our poſſeſſion) you ſhall know, 
My heart ſpeaks in my tongue. 


Euſt. 1 dare not doubt it, Sir. { Exeunt. 


S 


Exter LEWIS, BRISAC, ANGELLINA, SYLVIA, and 
OFFICERS. 


Lew. I'm deaf to all perſuaſion. Bri. I uſe none, 
Nor doubt I, 2 a while my innocence ſuffers, 
But when the king ſhall underſtand how falſely 
Your malice hath inform'd him, he in juſtice 
Muſt ſet me right again. Ang. Sir, let not paſſion 
So far tranſport you as to think in reaſon, 

This violent courſe repairs, but rather ruins 
That honour, you wou'd build up: You deſtroy, 
What you would ſeem to nouriſh. If reſpect 
Of my preferment, or my reputation, 
May challenge your paternal love and care, 
Why do you, now good fortune has provided 
A better huſband for me than your hopes 
Could ever fancy, ftrive to rob me of him ? 
In what is my lord Charles defective, Sir ? 
Unleſs deep learning be a blemiſh in him, 
Or well-proportion'd limbs be mulcts in nature, 
Or what you only aim'd at, large revenues 
Are on the ſudden grown diſtaſtful to you? 
Of what can you accuſe him? Lew. Of a rape 
Done to my honour, which thy rav'nous luſt 
Made th e conſent to. 

Sl. Her luft ! You are her father. 

Lew, And you her bawd, 

Hl. Were you ten lords, tis falſe ; 
The pureneſs of her chaſt thoughts entertains not 
Such ſpotted inſtruments. Ang. As I have a ſoul, Sir,— 
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Lew. I am not to be alter'd ; to fit down 
With this diſgrace would argue me a peaſant, 
And not born noble : all rigour that the law 
And that encreaſe of pow'r by favour yields, 
Shall be with all ſeverity inflicted ; 
You have the king's hand for't; no bail will ſerve, 
And therefor at your perils, officers, away with 'em. 


Bri. This is madneſs. Lew. Tell me ſo in open court, 
And there I'll auſwer you. 


Enter M1RAMONT, CHARLES, EUSTACE, and AN DREV. 
Mir. Well overtaken. 


Char. Ill, if they dare reſiſt. Euſt. He that advances 
But one ſtep forward, dies. Lew. Shew the king's writ. 
Mir. Shew you diſcretion, twill become you better. 
Char. You're once more in my power, and if again 
I part with you, let me for ever loſe thee ! To Angel. 
Euſt. Force will not do't, nor threats, accept this ſervice 
From your deſpair'd of Euſtace. And. And beware, 
Your reverend worſhip never more attempt 
To ſearch my Lilly-pot ; you ſee, what follows. 
Lew. Is the king's pow'r contemn'd ? 
Mir. No, but the torrent 
O' your wilful folly ſtopp'd. And for you, good Sir, 
If you wou'd but be ſenſible, what can you wiſh 
But the ſatisfaction of an obſtinate will, 
That is not tender'd to you ; rather than 
Be crofs'd in what you purpos'd, you'll undo 
Your daughter's fame, the credit of your judgment, 
And your old fooliſh neighbour ; make your ſtates, 
And in a ſuit not worth a cardecue, 
A prey to advocates, and their buckram ſcribes; , 
And after they had plumb'd ye, return home 
Like, a couple of naked fowls without a feather. 
Char. This 1s a moſt ſtrong truth, Sir. 
Mir. No, no, monſieur, 
Let us be right Frenchmen, violent to charge ; 
But when our follies are repell'd by reaſon, 
*Tis fit that we retreat, and ne'er come on more : 
Obſerve my learned Charles, he'll get thee a nephew, 
On Angellina, ſhall diſpute in her belly, 
And ſuck the nurſe by logic. And here's Euſtace, 
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He was an aſs, but now 1s grown an Amadis ; 
Nor ſhall he want a wife, if all my land 
For a jointure can effect it : You're a good lord, 
And of a gentle nature, in your looks 
I ſee a kind conſent, and it ſhews lovely. 
And do you hear, old fool? but I'Il not chide; 
Hereafter, like me, ever doat on learning, 
The meer belief is excellent, twill ſave you; 
And next love valour, though you dare not fight 
Yourſelf, or fright a fooliſh officer; young Euſtace 
Can do it to a hair. And to conclude, 
Let Andrew's farm b'increas'd, that is your penance, 
You know for what ; and, ſee, you rut no more, 
You underſtand me. So embrace on all ſides. 
I'll pay thoſe billmen, and make large amends ; 
Provided we preſerve you ſtill our friends. | 
[Exeunt omnes. 


The End of the ELDER BROTHER» 
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*'TIS not the hands, or fmiler, or common way 
Of appreobation' to a well - lil d play, 
We only hope; but that you freely would, 
To th* author's memory, ſo far unfold, 
And ſhew your loves and liking to his wit, 
Not in your praiſe, but often ſeeing it; 
That being the grand aſſurance, that can give 
The poet and the player means to live, 


— 


2 
2282 


n — 


2 2 2 2 2 
- 


a 55 => A 


3 2- 


The P-ERSONS. 


ARBACES, king of Theria. 

T1GRANES, king of Armenia. 

GoBR1AS, lord protector, and father of y DIY 
BAcuR1vs, another lord. 

MarDONIUS, 
BESSUS, 
L1GoNnEs, father of Spaconia. 

ARANE, the queen's mother, 

PANTHEA, her daughter. 

SPACON14, a lady, daughter of Ligones. 
MANDANE, a waiting-woman ; and-other atten- 
Two Gentlemen. [ dants, 
'Three men and a woman, 

PH1L1P, a ſervant, and two citizens wives. 

A MESSENGER. 

A ſervant to Bacurius. 

Two ſword men. 

A boy. 


two captains, 


SCENE, on the frontiers of Armenia ; and, 
afterwards, in the metropolis of Iberia. 
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ACT RB SG CEMNEK 6 


Enter MArDON1Us, and BESsus. 


MAR DON IVUs. 
ESS U,, the king has made a fair hand on't, he 


has ended the wars at a blow; would my ſword 
had a cloſe baſket hilt to hold wine, and the blade 
would make knives, for we ſhall have nothing 
but eating and drinking. 

Beſ. We, that are commanders, ſhall do well enough. 

Mar. Faith, Beſſus, ſuch commanders as thou may; I 
had as lieve ſet thee perdue for a pudding i' th' dark, as 
Alexander the Great. 0 

Be. I love theſe jeſts exceedingly. 

Mar. IT think, thou lov'ſt em better than quarrelling, 
Beſus, I'll ſay ſo much i' thy behalf; and yet thou'rt vali- 
ant enough upon a retreat; I think, thou wouldſt kill any 
man that ſtop'd thee, if thou couldſt. 

' Be/. But was not this a brave combat, Mardonius ? 

Mar. Why, didſt thou ſee't ? 

Beſ. You ſtood wi' me. 

Mar. I did ſo; but, methought, thou wink'dſt every 
blow they ſtruck, | 

Beſ. Well, I believe there are better ſoldiers than I, that 
never ſaw two princes fight in liſts. 

Mar. By my troth, I think ſo too, Beſſus, many a thou- 
ſand; but, certainly, all that are worſe than thou have 
ſeen as much. 


* 
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Beſ. Twas bravely done of our king. 

Mar. Yes, if he had not ended the wars: I'm glad, 
thou dar'ſt talk of ſuch dangerous buſineſſes. 

Be/. To take a prince priſoner in the heart of his own 
country in fingle combat, 

Mar. See how thy blood curdles at this; I think, thou 
couldſt be contented to be beaten i' this paſſion. 

Be/. Shall I tell you truly? Mar. Ay. 

Beſ. I could willingly venture for't. 

Mar. Hum! no venture neither, good Beſſus. 

Beſ. Let me not live, if I do not think this a braver piece 
of ſervice than that I'm ſo fam'd for. 

Mar. Why, art thou fam'd for any valour ? 

Beſ. I fam'd ! Ay, I warrant you. 

Mar. I'm e' en heartily glad on't; I have been with thee 
<*er ſince thou cam'ſt to th* wars, and this is the firſt word 
that ever I heard on't; prithee, who fames thee ? 

Beſ. The chriſtian world. 

Mar. Tis heatheniſhly done of em, in my conſcience; 
thou deſerv'dſt it not. | 

Beſ. Yes, I ha' done good ſervice. | 

Mar. I do not know how thou may'ſt wait of a man in's 
chamber, or thy agility in ſhifting a trencher ; but, other- 
wiſe, no ſervice, good Beſſus. 8 

= You ſaw me do the ſervice yourſelf. 

ar. Not ſo haſty, ſweet Beſſus, where was it, is the 
place vaniſh'd ? 

Beſ. At Befſus' deſp'rate redemption. 

Mar. At BefjJus' deſp'rate redemption, where's that? 

Beſ. There, where I redeem'd the day; the place bears 
my name. 

Mar. Pray thee, who chriſtened it? 

Beſ. The ſoldiers. 

Mar. If I were not a very merrily diſpos'd man, what 
would become of thee ? One, that had but a grain of choler 
an the whole compoſition of his body, would ſend thee of 
an errand to the worms for putting thy name upon that 
feld: did not I beat thee there i' th' head o' th' troops with 
a truncheon, becauſe thou wouldſt needs run away with thy 
company, when we ſhould charge the enemy: 

Beſ. True; but I did not run. 

Mar. Right, Beſſus, I beat thee out on't. 
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Beſ. But came I not up when the day was gone, and re- 
deem'd all ? 

Mar. Thou knoweſt, and ſo do I, thou mean'dſt to fly, 
and, thy fear making thee miſtake, thou ran'ſt upon the 
enemy, and a hot charge thou gav'ſt ; as I'll do thee right, 
thou art furious in running away, and, I think, we owe 
thy fear for our victory; if I were the king, and were ſure 
thou wouldſt miſtake 2 and run away upon th' enemy, 
thou ſhouldſt be general, by this light. 

Beſ. You'll never leave this till I fall foul. 

Mar. No more ſuch words, dear Beſſus; for though I 
have ever known thee a coward, and therefor durſt never 
ftrike thee, yet if thou proceedeſt, I will allow thee valiant, 
and beat thee. 

Beſ. Come, come, our king's a brave fellow. 

Mar. He is ſo, Beſſus ; I wonder how thou cam'ſt to 
know it. But if thou wert a man of underſtanding I would 
tell thee, he is vain-glorious and humble, and angry and 
patient, and r dull, and joyful and ſorrowful, in 
extremity, in an hour: Do not think me thy friend for 
this, for, if I car'd who knew it, thou ſhouldſt not hear 
it, Baſſus. Here he is with his prey in his foot. 


Enter ARBACES, T1GRANES, and two Gentlemen. 


Arb. Thy ſadneſs, brave Tigranes, takes away 
From my full victory : am I become 
Of ſo ſmall fame, that any man ſhould grieve 
When I o'ercome him ? They, that plac'd me here, 
Intended it an honour large enough, | 
For the moſt valiant living, but to dare 
Oppoſe me ſingle, though he loft the day. 
What ſhould afflict you? you're as free as I; 
To be my priſoner, is to be more free 
Than you were formerly ; and never think, 
The man, I held worthy to combat me, 
Shall be us'd ſervilely : thy ranſom is 
To take my only ſiſter to thy wife. 
A heavy one, Tigranes, for ſhe is 
A lady, that the neighbour princes ſend 
Blanks to fetch home. I have been too unkind 
To her, Tigranes ; ſhe but nine years old, 
Teft her, and ne'er ſaw her ſince ; your wars 
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A KING AND N06 KG. 


Have held me long, and taught me, though a youth, 

The way to victory ; ſhe was a pretty child, 

Then I was little better: ; but now fame 

Cries loudly on her, and my meſſengers 

Make me believe, ſhe is a miracle; 

She'll make you ſhrink; as I did, with a ſtroke 

But of her cye, Tigranes. Tig. Is't the courſe of 

Theria to uſe their priſoners thus ? 

Had fortune thrown my name above Arbaces, 

I ſhould not thus have talk'd, Sir: in Armenia, 

We hold it baſe : You ſhould have kept your temper 

Till you ſaw home again, where 'tis the faſhion, 

Perhaps, to brag. Arb. Be you my witneſs, earth, 

Need I to brag ? Doth not this captive prince 

Speak me ſufficiently, and all the acts 

That I have wrought upon his ſuffering land ? 

Should I then boaſt ! Where lies that foot of ground 

Within his whole realm, that I have not paſt, 

Fighting and conquering ; far then from me 

Be oſtentation. I could tell the world 

How I have laid his kingdom deſolate 

By this ſole arm, prop'd by divinity ; 

Stript him out of his glories, and have ſent 

The pride of all his youth to people graves ; 

And made his virgins languith for their loves, | 

If I would brag. Should I, that have the pow'r 

To teach the neighbour world humility, 

Mix with vain- glory? b 
Mar. Indeed, this is none. [ Aſide, 
Arb. Tigranes, no, did I but take delight 

To ſtretch my deeds as others do, on words, 

I could amaze my hearers. Mar. So you do. 
Arb. But he ſhall wrong his and my modeſty, 

That thinks me apt to boaſt : after an act 

Fit for a god to do upon his foe, 

A little glory in a ſoldier's mouth 

Is well-becoming ; ; be it far from vain. 

Mar. *Tis pity, that valour ſhould be thus drunk. , 
. 


Arb. J offer you my fiſter, and you anſwer, 
I do inſult: a lady that no Tait, 


le. 


ſo valiant, or ſo paſſionate; wou'd, one of em 
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Nor treaſure, nor thy crown, could purchaſe thee, 
But that thou fought'ſt with me. 


Tig. Though this be worſe 
Than that you ſpake before, it ſtrikes me not ; 
But that you think to over-grace me with 
The marriage of your fiſter, troubles me. 
I would give worlds for ranſoms, were they mine, 
Rather than have her. Arb. See, if I inſult, 
That am the conqueror, and for a ranſom 
Offer rich treaſure to the conquered, 
Which he refuſes, and I bear his ſcorn : 
It cannot be ſelf-flattery to ſay, 


The daughters of your country, ſet by her, 


Would ſee their ſhame, run home and bluſh to death, 
At their own foulneſs; yet the is not fair, 
Nor beautiful, thoſe words expreſs her not ; 
They ſay, her looks have ſomething excellent, 
That wants a name : yet were ſhe odious, 
Her birth deſerves the empire of the world, 
Siſter to ſuch a brother; that hath ta'en 
Victory priſoner, and throughout the earth 
Carries her bound, and ſhould he let her looſe, 
She durſt not leave him; nature did her wrong, 
To print continual conqueſt on her cheeks, 
And make no man worthy for her to take, 
But me, that am too near her; and as ſtrangely 
She did for me, but you will think I brag. | | 
Mar. I do, I'll be ſworn. Thy valour and thy paſſions 
ſever'd, would have made two excellent fellows in their 
kinds: I know not, whether I ſhould he ſorry thou art 


were a- 

way! | | | [ Aſide. 
Tig. Do I refuſe her, that I doubt her worth? 

Were ſhe as virtuous as ſhe would be thought, 

So perfect, that no one of his own ſex 

Could find a want; were we ſo temping fair, 

That ſhe could wiſh it off, for damning ſouls ; 

I would pay any ranſom, twenty lives, 

Rather than meet her married in my bed. 

Perhaps, I have a love, where I have fix'd 

Mine eyes not to be mov'd, and ſhe on me: 
Vor. II. f T 
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1456s A KING, AND NO KING. 
I am not fickle. Arb. Is that all the cauſe ? 
Think you, you can ſo knit yourſelf in love 
To any other, that her ſearching fight 
Cannot diſſolve it? So, before you try'd, 
You thought yourſelf a match tor me in fight : 
Truſt me, Tigranes, ſhe can do as much 
In peace, as I in war; ſhe'll conquer too; 
You ſhall ſee, if you have the pow'r to ſtand 
The force of her ſwift looks. If you diſlike, 
I'll ſend you home with love, and name your ranſom 
Some other way ; but if ſhe be your choice, 
She frecs you: to Theria you mult. 
Tig. Sir, I have learn'd a prifoner's ſufferance, 
And will obey ; but give me leave to talk 
In private with ſome friends before I yo. 
Arb. Some do await him forth, and ſee him ſafe, 


But let him freely ſend for whom he pleaſe, 


And none dare to diſturb his conference ; 
I will not have him know what bondage is, | 
[Exit Tigranes, 

»Till he be free from me. This prince, Mardonius, 

Is full of wiſdom, valour, all the graces 

Man can receive. Mar. And yet you conquer'd him. 
Arb. And yet I conquer'd him! and could have don't, 

Hadſt thou join'd with him, though thy name in arms 

Be great; muſt all men, that are virtuous, 

Think ſuddenly to match themſelves with me? 


I conquer'd him, and bravely, did I not? 


Beſ. An pleaſe your majeſty, I was afraid at firſt, —— 

Mar. When wert thou other? Arb. Of what ? 

Beſ. That you would not have fpy'd your beſt advantage; 
for your majeſty, in my opinion, lay too high ; methinks, 
under favour, you ſhould have lain thus. 

Mar. Like a tailor at a wake. | 

Beſ. And then, if't pleaſe your majeſty to remember, at 
one time, by my troth, I wiſh'd myſelf wi'you. 

Mar. By my troth, thou would'ſt ha* ſtunk em both out 


d' th' liſts, 


Arb. What to do? | 

Beſ. To put your majeſty in mind of an occaſion ; you 
lay thus, and Tigranes falſified a blow at your leg, which 
you, by doing thus, avoided ; but if you had whip'd up 


ou 


up 
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your leg thus, and reach'd him on the ear, you had made 
the blood-royal run down his head. 
Mar. What country fence-ſchool did'ſt thou learn that 
at ? 
Arb. Piſh ! did not I take him nobly ? 
Mar. Why you did, and you have talk'd enough on't. 
Arb. Talk'd enough? 8 
Will you confine my words ? By heav'n and earth, 
] were much better to be a king of beaſts 
Than ſuch a people: if I had not patience 
Above a god, I thould be call'd a tyrant 
Throughout the world. They would offend to death 
Each minute : let me hear thee ſpeak again, 
And thou art earth again: why, this is like 
Tigranes' ſpeech, that needs would ſay, I brag'd. 
Beſſus, he ſaid, 1 brag'd. Beſ. Ha, ha, ha! 
Arb. Why doſt thou laugh ? - 
By all the world, I'm grown ridiculous 
To my own ſubjects : tie me to a chair, 
And jeſt at me; but I ſhall make a ſtart, 
And puniſh ſome, that others may take heed 
How they are haughty; who will anſwer me? 
He ſaid, I boaſted ; ſpeak, Mardonius, 
Did I ? He will not anſwer. O my temper ! 
I give you thanks above, that taught my heart 
Patience, I can endure his ſilence. What, will none 
Vouchſafe to give me anſwer? Am I grown 
To ſuch a poor reſpect, or do you mean 
To break my wind ? Speak, ſpeak, ſome one of you, 
Or elſe by heav'n, — 1 Gent. So pleaſe your 
Arb. Monftrous, 
I cannot be heard out, they cut me off, 
As if I were too ſaucy. I will live 
In woods, and talk to trees, they will allow me 
To end what I begin. The meaneſt ſubject 
Can find a freedom to diſcharge his ſoul, 
And not I; now it is a time to ſpeak ; 
I hearken. « Gent. May it pleaſe 
Arb. T mean not you, 
Did not I ſtop you once but I am grown 


Io talk but idly ; let another ſpeak. 


2 Gent. I hope your majeſty | 
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148 RING, AND NO KING. 

Arb. Thou drawl'ſt thy words, 

That I muſt wait an hour, where other men 
Can hear m inſtants; throw your words away, 
Quick, and to purpoſe; I have told you this. 

Beſ. An pleaſe your majeſty, 

Arb. Wilt thou devour me? this is ſuch a rudeneſs 
As yet you never ſhew'd me, and I want 
Pow'r to command too, «clie Mardenius 
Would ſpeak at my requeſt ; were you my king, 

I would have anſwer'd at your word, Mardonius ; 
T pray you ſpeak, and truly, I did boaſt ? 

Mar. Truth will offend you. | 

Arb. You take all great care 
What will offend me, when you dare to utter 
Such things as theſe. 

Mar. You told Tigranes, you had won his land, 
With that ſole arm prop'd by divinity : 
Was not that bragging, and a wrong to us, 

That daily ventur'd lives ? 

Arb. O that thy name | 
Were great as mine! *would, I had paid my wealth, 
It were as great, that I might combat thee ! 

I would, through all the regions habitable, 

Search thee, and, having found thee, wi“ my ſword 
Drive thee about the world, 'till I had met 

Some place that yet man's curioſity 

Hath miſs'd of; there, there would I ſtrike thee dead: 
Forgotten of mankind ; ſuch funeral rites 

As beaſts would give thee, thou thouldſt have. 

Beſ. The king 
Rages extremely, ſhall we ſſink away? 

He'll ſtrike us. 2 Gent. Content. 


Arb. There I would make you know, *twas this ſole arm. 


J grant, you were my inſtruments, and did 

As I commanded you, but 'twas this arm 

Mov'd you like wheels, it mov'd you as it pleas'd. 
Whither flip you now? what, are you too good 
To wait on me, Puffe ? J had need have temper, 
That rule ſuch people; I have nothing left 

At my own choice; I would, I might be private : 
Mean men enjoy themſelves, but *tis our curſe, 
'To have a tumult that out of their loves 
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Will wait on us, whether we will or no; 
Will you be gone? Why, here they ſtand like death, 
My words move nothing. 1 Gent. Muſt we go ? 
Beſ. I know not. 
Arb. 1 pray you, leave me, Sirs; I'm proud of this, 
That you will be intreated from my fight : 
[ Excunt all but Arb. and Mar. 
Why, now they leave me all: Mardonius— Mar. Sir. 
Arb, What, will you leave me quite alone? methinks, 
Civility ſhould teach you more than this; 
If I were but your friend, —ſtay here, and wait. | . 
Mar, Sir, ſhall I ſpeak ? 
Arb. Why, you would now think much 
To be denied, but I can ſcarce intreat 
What I would have: do, ſpeak. 
Mar. But will you hear me out ? 
Arb. You article with me, to talk thus : well, 
I'll hear you out. Mar. Sir, that I have ever lov'd you, 
My tword hath ſpoken for me; that I do, 
If it be doubted, I dare call an oath, 
A great one to my witneſs ; and were you not 
My king, from amongſt men, I ſhould have choſe 
You out to love above the reſt; nor can 
This challenge thanks ; for my own ſake I ſhould have 
Done it, becauſe I would have lov'd the moſt 
Deſerving man; for ſo you are. 
Arb. Alas! Merdonias; riſe, you ſhall not kneel ; 
We all are ſoldiers, and all venture lives: 
And where there is no difference in mens worths, 
Titles are jeſts. Who can out-value thee ? 
Mardonius, thou haſt lov'd me, and haſt wrong; 
Thy love is not rewarded ; but believe, 
It ſhall be better ; more than friends in arms, 
My father, and my tutor, good Mardonius. 
Mar. Sir, you did promiſe, you would hear me out. 
Arb. And ſo I will; ſpeak freely, for from thee 
Nothing can come, but worthy things and true. 
Mar. Though you have all this worth, you hold ſome 
qualities 
That do eclipſe your virtues. 
Arb. Eclipſe my virtues? Mar. Yes, your paſſions ; ; 
Which are ſo manifold, that they appear even in this: 
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When I commend you, you hug me for that truth; 
But when I ſpeak your faults, you make a ſtart, 
And fly the hearing out. h | 

Arb. When you commend me ? O, that I ſhould live 
To need ſuch commendations! If my deeds 
Blew not my praiſe themſelves upon the earth, 

I were moſt wretched : ſpare your idle praiſe : 

If thou did'ſt mean to flatter, and ſhould'ſt utter 
Words in my praiſe, that thou thought'ſt impudence, 
My deeds ſhould make em modeſt : when you praiſe, 
I hug you? 'tis fo falſe, that wert thou worthy 
Thou ſhould'ſt receive a death, a glorious death 
From me : but thou ſhalt underſtand thy lyes, 

For ſhould'ſt thou praiſe me into heav'n, and there 
Leave me inthron'd, I would deſpiſe thee then 

As much as now, which is as much as duſt, 

Becauſe I ſee thy envy. 

Mar. However you will uſe me after, yet for your own 
Promiſe ſake, hear me the reſt. | 

Arb. I vill, and after call unto the winds, 

For they ſhall lend as large an ear as I 
To what you utter : ſpeak. 

Mar. Would you but leave theſe baſty tempers, which 
I do not ſay take from you all your worth, 

But darken it, then you will ſhine indeed. 

Arb. Well. 

Mar. Yet I would have you keep ſome paſſions, leſt men 
ſhould take you for a god, your virtues are ſuch. 

Arb. Why, now you flatter. 

Mar. I never underſtood the word. Were you no king, 
and free from theſe moods, ſhould I chuſe a companion for 
wit and pleaſure, it ſhould be you ; or for honeſty to enter- 
change my boſom with, it ſhould be you ; or wiſdom to give 
me counſel, I would pick out you; or valour to defend my re- 
putation, ſtill I ſhould find out you; for you are fit to fight 
for all the world, if it could come in queſtion : now I have 
ſpoke, conſider to yourſelf, find out a uſe; if ſo, then 
what ſhall fall to me is not material. 

Arb. Is not material? more than ten ſuch lives 
As mine, Mardonius : It was nobly ſaid, 

Thou haſt ſpoke truth, and boldly ſuch a truth 
As might offend another. I have been 
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Too paſſionate and idle, thou ſhalt ſee 
A ſwift amendment, but I want thoſe parts 
You praiſe me for: I fight for all the world? 
Give me a ſword, and thou ſhalt go as far 
Beyond me, as thou art beyond in years. 
I know, thou dar'ſt and wilt; it troubles me 
That I ſhould uſe ſo rough a phraſe to thee, 
Impute it to my folly, what thou wilt, 
So thou wilt pardon me: that thou and I : 
Should differ thus! Mar. Why, tis no matter, Sir. 
Arb. Faith, but it is; hut thou doſt ever take 
All things I do, thus patiently; for which 
1 never can requite thee, but with love, 
And that thou ſhalt be ſure of. Thou and I 
Have not been merry lately : pray thee, tell me 
Where hadſt thou that ſame jewel in thine ear ? 
Mar. Why, at the taking of a town. 
Arb. A wench, upon my life, a wench, Mardonius, gave 
thee that jewel. | 
Mar. Wench ! they reſpect not me, I'm old and rough, 
and every limb about me, but that which ſhould, grows 
ſtiffer ; i'thoſe buſineſſes, I may ſwear, I am truly honeſt : 


IE 


—— — — = — 
7 : 
: n 


"PS ooo" 


a 1ZÄAͤ2AW . IS — TA 22 Ar _——— 
* 
1 N 2 1 2 am 2 15 
. 2 . of” Ot yy par ary 4 
reren rowdy = > > OT TIT i ee ol Pe * . 
8 by r — — 933 8 1 8 3 - 5 4 & P46 
* 3 r by. I) 3 ; W n \- = 5" 4 . 4 — 


8 n 
1 — ity > 1 
— — A la EE. 
. — - atk a4 
ag” wn Og et 7 * ar 


2 
A 
— —— 


2 


: __ LS 
2 


* 
— 
— 


+ 


"_ 


aL + 

KR 

Mew d Gon tet 
* — 


— 


: n 
1 A ET. a7 - u P 


wy 
pate 


—_— TR” z 
* 
S IOC” PR 
r a * 
3 
bs harper TIS 


4 » 

* 
2 
— * 


RG.” * 


— 


D a 
— o ol _e—_——— 
TEAM I ESE ae ae ek, 


for I pay juſtly for what I take, and would be glad to be BUY 

at a certainty. AH 

Arb. Why, do the wenches encroach upon thee ? bas 

Mar. Ay, by this light, do they. | 0 

| Arb. Did'ſt thou fit at an old rent with em? 5 220 
Mar. Yes, faith. _ ER 

Arb. And do they improve themſelves ? 2:01 

| Mar. Ay, ten ſhillings to me, every new young fellow | {AF 
they come acquainted with. NEE 
Arb. How can'ſt live on't ? | 1 9 

; Mar. Why, I think, I muſt petition you. FR 
/ Arb. Thou ſhalt take them up at my price. ik [ | 
q ; | Al Þ . 
. Enter two GENTLEMEN, and Bxss us. Fig 
N Mar. Your price? Arb. Ay, the king's price. 1 th 
Mar. That may be more than I'm worth. | 1 

n 


2 Gent. Is he not merry now? : 
1 Gent. I think not. 


Beſ. He is, he is: we'll ſhew ourſelves. 
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i A KING. AND NO KING. 
Arb. Beſſ«s, I thought you had been in Tberia by thys, I 


bad you haſte; Gobrias will want entertainment for me. 
Beſ. An pleaſe your majeſty, I have a ſuite. 

Arb. Is't not louſy, Beſfſus, what is't? 

Beſ. I am to carry a lady with me. 

Arb. Thea thou haſt two ſuites. a 

Beſ. And if I can prefer her to the lady Panthez your 
majeſty's ſiſter, to learn faſhions, as her friends term it, 
it will be worth ſomething to me. 
Arb. So many nights' lodgings as tis thither, will't not! 
Beſ. I know not that, Sir, but gold I ſhall be ſure of. 
Arb. Why, thou ſhalt bid her entertain her from me, ſo 
thou wilt reſolve me one thing. 

Beſ. If I can. 

Arb. Faith, *tis a very diſputable queſtion, and yet, ! 
think, thou can'ſt decide it. 
Beſ. Your majeſty has a good opinion of my underſtand- 
ing. 

Arb. L have ſo good an opinion of it: 'tis, whether thou 
be valiant. 

Beſ. Somebody has traduced me to you: do you lee this 
ſword, Sir? 

Arb. Yes. | 

Beſ. If I do not make my back-biters eat it to a knife 
within this week, ſay, I am not valiant. 


Enter a MESSENGER. 


Mef. Health to your majeſty ! 
Arb. From Gobrias? Meſ. Yes, Sir. 
Arb. How does he, is he well ? 
Mef. In perfect health. | 
Arb. Take that for thy good news. A truſtier ſervant to 
his prince there lives not, than is good Gobrias. 
x Gent. The king ſtarts back. 
Mar. His blood goes back as faſt. 
2 Gent. And now it comes again. 
Mar. He alters ſtrangely. 
Arb. The hand of heaven is on me; be it far 
From me to ſtruggle ! If my ſecret fins 
Have pull'd this curſe upon me, lend me tears 
Enow to waſh me white, that I may feel 
A child-like innocence within my breaſt ; 
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Which once perform'd, O give me leave to ſtand 
As fix d as conſtancy herſelf; my eyes 

Set here unmov'd, regardleſs of the world, 
Though thouſand miſeries incompaſs me. 

Mar. This is ſtrange, Sir, how do you? 

Arb. Mardonius, my mother— Mar.. Is ſhe dead ? 

Arb. Alas, the's not ſo happy; thou doſt know 
How ſhe hath laboured, ſince my father died, 

To take by treaſon hence this loathed life, 
That wou'd but be to ſerve her. I have pardon'd, 
And pardon'd, and by that made her fit 

To practiſe new fins, not repent the old : 

She now had hir'd a ſlave to come from thence, 
And ſtrike me here, whom Gobrias, ſifting out, 
Took, and condema'd, and executed there. 
The careful'ſt ſervant! heav'n, let me but live 
To pay that man; nature is poor to me, 

That will not let me have as many deaths 

As are the times that he hath ſav'd my life, 
That I might die em over all for him. 

Mar. Sir, let her bear her fins on her own head; 
Vex not yourſelf, Arb. What will the world 
Conceive of me ? with what unnatural fins 
Will they ſuppoſe me loaden, when my life 
Is ſought by her, that gave it to the world ? 

But yet he writes me comfort here ; my ſiſter, 
He ſays, is grown in beauty and in grace, 
In all the innocent virtues that become 
A tender ſpotleſs maid : ſhe ſtains her cheeks 
With mourning tears, to purge her mother's ill, 
And *mongſt that ſacred dew ſhe mingles pray'rs, 
Her pure oblations, for my ſafe return. 
If I have loſt the duty of a ſon, | 
If any pomp or vanity of ſtate 
Made me forget my natural offices ; 
Nay, farther, if I have not every night 
Expoſtulated with my wand'ring thoughts, 
If aught unto my parent they have err'd, 
And call'd *em back: do you direct her arm 
Unto this foul diſſembling heart of mine : 
But if I have been juſt to her, ſend out 
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Your pow'r to compaſs me, and hold me ſafe 

From ſearching treaſon; I will uſe no means, 

But prayer : for rather ſuffer me to ſee 

From mine own veins iſſue a deadly flood, 

Than waſh my danger off with mother's blood. br” 
Mar. I never ſaw fuch ſudden extremities [Excunt. 


Enter T1GRANES and SPACONIAs 


Tig. Why ? wilt thou have me die, Spaconia, 
What ſhould I do? Spa. Nay, let me ſtay alone, 


And when you ſee Armenia again, 


You ſhall behold a tomb more worth than I; 
Some friend, that either loves me or my cauſe, 
Will build me ſomething to diſtinguiſh me 

From other women ; many a weeping verſe 

He will lay on, and much lament thoſe maids, 
That plac'd their loves unfortunately high, 

As I have done, where they can never reach. 

But why ſhould you go to Tberia ? 

Tig. Alas, that thou wilt aſk me! afk the man, 

That rages in a fever, why he lies 

Diſtemper'd there, when all the other youths 

Are courſing o'er the meadows with their loves? 
Can I reſiſt it? am I not a flave 

To him that conquer'd me? Spa. That conquer'd thee, 
Tigranes ! He has won but half of thee, 
Thy body; but thy mind may be as free 

As his, his will did never combat thine, 

And take it priſoner. Tig. But if he by force 
Convey my body hence, what helps it me, 

Or thee, to be unwilling? Spa. O Tigranes, 

I know, you are to fee a lady there, 

To ſee, and like, I fear: perhaps, the hope 

Of her makes you forget me, e'er we part; 

Be happier than you know to wiſh ; farewel ! 

Tig. Spaconia, ſtay, and hear me what I ſay. 

In ſhort, deſtruction meet me that I may 
Sce it, and not avoid it, when I leave 

To be thy faithful lover ! part with me 

Thou ſhalt not, there are none that know our love; 
And I have given gold unto a captain, 

That goes unto Neria from the king, 
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That he will place a lady of our land 
With the king's ſiſter that is offer'd me ; 
Thither ſhall you, and, being once got in, 
Perſuade her by what ſubtle means you can 
To be as backward in her love as I. 

Spa. Can you 1magine that a longing maid, 
When ſhe beholds you, can be pull'd away 
With words from loving you? 

Tig: Diſpraiſe my health, 

My honeſty, and tell her I am jealous. 

Spa. Why, I had rather loſe you: can my heart 
Conſent to let my tongue throw out ſuch words ? 
And I, that ever yet ſpoke what I thought, 

Shall find it ſuch a thing at firſt to lie. 

Tig. Yet do thy beſt. 


Enter BESSUS. 


Beſ. What, is your majeſty ready? 

Tig. There is the lady, captain. 

Beſ. Lady, you muſt haſte; I have receiv'd new letters 
from the king, that require more haſte than I expected ; he 
will follow me ſuddenly himſelf, and begins to call for 
your majeſty already. . 

Tig. He ſhall not do ſo long. 

Beſ. Sweet lady, ſhall I call you my Charge hereafter ? 

Spa. I will not take upon me to govern your tongue x 
dir, you ſhall call me what you pleaſe. 
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Enter GokRkiAs, BACURIUS, ARANE, PANTHEA, 
and MANDANE, Waiting-women with Attendants, 


GOBRIAS. 


Y lord Bacurius, you muſt have regard 
Unto the queen, ſhe is your priſoner ; 
*Tis at your peril, if ſhe make eſcape. 
Bac. My lord, I know't, ſhe is my priſoner, 
From you committed; yet ſhe is a woman 
And ſo I keep her ſafe, you will not urge me 
To keep her cloſe, I ſhall not ſhame to ſay 
I ſorrow for her. Gob. So do I, my lord; 
I ſorrow for her, that ſo little grace 
Doth govern her ; that ſhe ſhould ſtretch her arm 
Againſt, her king; ſo little womanhood 
And natural goodneſs, as to think the death 
Of her own ſon. Ara. Thou know'ſt the reaſon why, 
Diſſembling as thou art, and wilt not ſpeak. 
Gob. There is a lady takes not after you, 
Her father 1s within her ; that good man, 
Whoſe tears weigh'd down his fins. Mark, how ſhe weeps, 
How well it does become her; and if you 
Can find no diſpoſition in yourſelf | 
To ſorrow, yet by gracefulneſs in her 
Find out the way, and by your reaſon weep ? 
All this ſhe does for you, and more ſhe needs, * 
When for yourſelf you will not loſe a tear; 
Think, how this want of grief diſcredits you. 
And you will weep, becauſe you cannot weep. 
Ara. You talk to me, as having got a time 
Fit for your purpoſe ; but you know, I know 
You ſpeak not what you think. Pan. I would my heart 
Were ſtone, before my ſoftneſs ſhould be urg'd 
Againſt my mother! A more troubled thought 
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No virgin bears about; ſhould I excuſe 
My mother's fault, I ſhould ſet light a life, 
In loſing which a brother and a king - 
Were taken from me; if I ſeek to ſave 
That life ſo lov'd, I loſe another life 
That gave me being ; 1 ſhall loſe a mother ; 
A word of ſuch a ſound in a child's ears, 
That it ſtrikes reverence through it; may the will 
Of heav'n be done, and if one needs muſt fall, 
Take a poor virgin's life to anſwer all! 
Ara. But, Gobrias, let us talk; you know, this fault 
Is not in me as in another mother. 
Gob. J know, it is not. Ara. Yet you make it ſo. 
Gb. Why, is not all that's paſt beyond your help? 
Ara. I know, it is. 
Gb. Nay, ſhould you publiſh it before the world, 
Think you, twould be believ'd ? 
Ara. I know, it would not. | 
Gob. Nay, ſhould I join wi' you, ſhould we both be ſworn, 
Yet ſhould we not both die uncredited ? | 
Ara. I think, we ſhould. | | 
Gob. Why then take you ſuch violent courſes? As for 
me, I do but right in ſaving of the king from all your plots. 
Ara. The king ? 
Gob. I bad you reſt with patience, and a time 
Would come for me to reconcile all to 
Your own content, but by this way you take 
Away my pow'r; and what was done unknown, 
Was not by me but you : your urging being done 
I muſt preſerve my or, but time may bring 
All this to light, and happily for all. 
Ara. Accurſed he this over-curious brain, 
That gave that plot a birth! Accurſt this womb, 
That after did conceive to my diſgrace ! 


Bac. My lord protector, they ſay, there are divers letters 


come from Armenia, that Beſſus has done good ſervice, and 
brought again a day by his particular valour ; receiv'd you 
any to that effect? | 
Gob. Yes, *tis moſt certain, | 
Bac. I'm ſorry for't; not that the day was won, 
But that 'twas won by him; we held him here 
A coward : he did me wrong once, at which I laugh'd, 
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And ſo did all the world; for neither I, 
Nor any other, held him worth my ſword. 


Enter BESSUS and SPACONIA, 


Beſ. Health to my lord protector; from the king 
Theſe letters; and to your grace, madam, theſe. 

Gob. How does his majeſty ? 

Beſ. As well as conqueſt by his own means and his valiant 
commanders can make him; your letters will tell you all, 

Pan. 1 will not open mine, till I do know 
My brother's health ; good captain, is he well ? 

Bef. As the reſt of us that fought are. 

Pan. But how's that ? is he hurt ? 

Beſ. He's a ſtrange ſoldier, that gets not a knock. 

Pan, I do no aſk how ſtrange that ſoldier is 
That gets no hurt, but whether he have one. 

Beſ. He had divers. Pan. And is he well again? 

Beſ. Well again, an't pleaſe your grace? Why, I was 
run twice through the body, and ſhot i th' head with a 
croſs-arrow, and yet am well again. 

Pan. I do not care how thou do'ſt, is he well ? 

Beſ. Not care how I do? Let a man out of the mightineſs 
of his ſpirit fructify foreign countries with his blood for 
the good of his own, and thus he ſhall be anſwered : why, 
I may live to relieve with ſpear and ſhield ſuch a lady as 
you diſtreſſed. 

Pan. Why, I will care; I'm glad that thou art well; I 
prithee, is he ſo ? 

Gob, The king 1s well, and will be here to-morrow. 

Pan. My prayer is heard, now will I open mine. 

Gob. Bacurius, I mult eaſe you of your charge: 
Madam, the wonted mercy of the king, 

That overtakes your faults, has met with this, 
And ſtruck it out ; he has forgiven you freely ; 
Your own will is your law, be where you pleaſe. 


Ara. I thank him. [row ! 
Gob. You will be ready to wait upon his majeſty to-mor- 
Ara. I will. | [Exit Arane. 


Bac. Madam, be wiſe hereafter; I am glad I have loſt 
this office. | 

Gob. Good captain Beſſus, tell us the diſcourſe betwixt 
Tigranes and our king, and how we got the victory. 
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Pan. I prithee do, and if my brother were 
In any danger, let not thy tale make him 
Abide there long, before thou bring him off; 

For all that while my heart will beat. 

Beſ. Madam, let what will beat, I muſt tell the truth, 
and thus it was; they fought ſingle in liſts, but one to one; 
as for my own part, I was dangerouſly hurt but three days 
before, elſe, perhaps, we had been two to two 5 I cannor 
tell, ſome thought, we had; and the occaſion of my hurt 
was this, the enemy had made trenches 

Goh. Captain, without the manner of your hurt be much 
material to this buſineſs, we'll hear't ſome other time. 

Pan. I prithee, leave it, and go on with my brother. 

Be/. I will, but *twou'd be worth your hearing: to the 
liſts they came, and fingle fword and target was their fight. 

Pan. Alas! | 

Beſ. Without the liſts there ſtood ſome dozen captain 
of either ſide mangled, all which were ſworn, and one of 
thoſe was I : and 'twas my chance to ſtand next a captain 
o' th' enemies? fide, called Tiribaſus ; valiant, they ſaid, 
he was; whilſt theſe two kings were ſtretching themſelves, 


this Tiribaſus caſt ſomething a ſcornful look on me, and 


aſk'd me who I thought would overcome; I ſmil'd, and 
told him, 1f he would fight with me, he ſhould perceive by 
the event of that whoſe king would win: ſomething he an- 
ſwered, and a ſcuffle was like to grow, when one Ziphetus 
offered to help him, I 

Pan. All this is of thyſelf; I pray thee, Beſſus, 

Tell ſomething of my brother, did he nothing ? | 

Beſ. Why, yes, I'll tell your grace, they were not to 
fight till the word given, which for my own part, by my 
troth, J confeſs, I was not to give. | | 

Pan. See, for his own part. 

Bac, I fear yet, this fellow's abus'd with a good report. 

Beſ. But I 

Pan. Still of himſelf. 

Beſ. Cry'd, give the word, when, as ſome of them ſay, 
Iigranes was ſtooping; but the word was not given then; 
yet one Coſroes, of the enemies' part, held up his finger to 
me, which is as much with us martialiſts, as I will fight 
with you: I faid not a word, nor made ſign during the 
combat, but that once done 
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Pan. He ſlips o'er all the fight. 

Bef. I call'd him to me, Cofroes, ſaid I, — 

Pan. I will hear no more. 

Beſ. No, no, I lye. 

Bac. 1 dare be ſworn thou doſt. 

Beſ. Captain, faid I; ſo it was. 4 

Pan. I tell thee, I will hear no further. 

Beſ. No ? Your grace will wiſh you had. 

Pan. I will not wiſh it. What, is this the lady 
My brother writes to me to take ? 

Beſ. And pleaſe your grace, this is ſhe: Charge, will you 
come near the princeſs ? | 

Pan. You're welcome from your country, and this land 
Shall ſhew unto you all the kindneſſes 
That I can make it ; what's your name ? 

Spa. Tbaleſtris. 

Pan. You're very welcome, you have got a letter 
To put you to me, that has power enough 
To place mine enemy here; then much more you, 

That are ſo far from being ſo to me 

That you ne'er ſaw me. | 

Beſ. Madam, I dare paſs my word for her truth. 

Spa. My truth ? 

Pan, Why, captain, do you think I am affraid ſhe'll 
ſteal ? 

Beſ. I cannot tell, ſervants are ſlippery, but I dare give 
my word for her; and for honeſty, ſhe came along with 
me, and many favours ſhe did me by the way ; but, by 
this light, none but what ſhe might do with modeſty, to a 
man of my rank. 

Pan. Why, captain, here's nobody thinks otherwiſe. * 

Beſ. Nay, if you ſhould, your grace may think your 

leaſure; but I am ſure I brought her from Armenia, and 
in all that way, if ever I touch'd any bare of her above 
her knee,. I pray God, I may fink where I ſtand. 

Spa. Above my knee ? 

Beſ. No, you know, I did not; and if any man will ſay, 
J did, this ſword ſhall anſwer; nay, I'll defend the repu- 
tation of my charge, whilſt I live : your grace ſhall under- 
ſtand, I am ſecret in theſe buſineſſes; and know how to 
defend a lady's honour. 

Spa. I hope, your grace knows him ſo well already, 

I ſhall not need to tell you he's vain and fooliſh. 
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Beſ. Ay, you may call me what you pleaſe, but P11 defend 
your good name againſt the world; and fo I take my leave 
of your grace, and of you my lord protector ; I am hkewiſe 
glad to ſee your lordſhip well. 


Bac. O captain Beſjus, I thank you, I would ſpeak with 
you anon. | 
Beſ. When you pleaſe, I will attend your lordſhip. 
Bac. Madam, I'll take my leave too. 
Pan. Good Bacurius / [ Exeunt Beſ. and Bac. 
Gob. Madam, what writes his majeſty to you ? 
Pan. O my lord, : 
The kindeſt words, I'll keep 'em whilſt J live, 
Here in my boſom ; there's no art in em, 
They lie diſordered in this paper, juſt 
As hearty nature ſpeaks 'em. Gob. And to me 
He writes, what tears of joy he ſhed to hear 
How you were grown in every virtuous way, 
And yields all thanks to me, for that dear care 
Which I was bound to have a training you, - 
There is no princeſs living that enjoys 
A brother of that worth.- 
Pan. My lord, no maid longs more for any thing, 
And feels more heat and cold within her breaſt, 
Than I do now, in hopes to ſee him. 
Gob. Yet I wonder much 
At this he writes, he brings along with him 
A huſband for you, as he makes a ſhew, 
He will allow you freedom in your choice. 
Pan. And ſo he will, my lord, I warrant you, 
He will but offer, and give me the power 
To take or leave. Gob. Truſt me, were I a lady, 
I could not like that man were bargain'd with 
Before I choſe him. Pan. But I am not built 
On ſuch wild humouts, if I find him worthy, 
He is not leſs becauſe he's offered. | | 
Spa. Tis true, he is not; would, he would ſeem leſs! 
Gob. I think, there is no lady can affect 
Another prince, your brother ſtanding by ; 
He doth eclipſe men's virtues ſo with his. 
Spa. I know a lady may, and, more I fear, 
Another lady will. Pan. Would, I might ſee him 
Vol. II. * 
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God. Why ſo you ſhall, my buſineſſes are great, 
I will attend you when it is his pleaſure to ſee you. 
Pan. I thank you, good my lord. | 
Gob. You will be ready, madam ? [Exit Gob. 
Pau. Yes. . | 
Spa. I do beſeech you, madam, ſend away 
Your other women, and receive from me 
A few ſad words, which, ſet againſt your joys, 
May make em ſhine the more. 


Pan. Sirs, leave me all. [ Exeunt Women, 


Spa. I kneel a ſtranger here to beg a thing 
Unfit for me to aſk, and you to grant; 
*Tis ſuch another ſtrange ill-laid requeſt, 
As if a beggar ſhould intreat a king 
To leave his fcepter and his throne to him, 
And take his rags to wander o'er the world 
Hungry and cold. 

Pan. That were a ſtrange requeſt. 

Spa. As ill is mine. Pan. Then do not utter tt. 

Spa. Alas, *tis of that nature, that it muſt 
Be utter'd, ay, and granted, or I die: 
I am aſham'd to ſpeak it ; but where life 
Lies at the ſtake, I cannot think her woman, 
That will not talk ſomething unreaſonably 
To hazard ſaving of it: I ſhall ſeem 
A ſtrange petitioner, that wiſh all ill 
To them I beg of, e' er they give me aught; 
Yet ſo I muſt : I would you were not fair, 
Nor wiſe, for in your ill conſiſts my good: 
If you were fooliſh, you would hear my prayer, 
If foul, you had not power to hinder me, 
He would not love you. 


Pan. What's the meaning of it ? 
Spa. Nay, my requeſt is more without the bounds 
Of reaſon yet: for tis not in the pow'r 
Of you to do, what I would have you grant. 
Pan. Why, then tis idle; pray thee, ſpeak it out. 
Spa. Your brother brings a prince unto this land, 
Of ſuch a noble ſhape, ſo ſweet a grace, 
So full of worth withal, that every maid, 
That looks upon him, gives away herſelf 
To him for ever; and for you to have 
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He brings him: and ſo mad is my demand, | 
That I deſire you not to have this man; 

This excellent man, for whom you needs muſt die, 
If you ſhould miſs him. I do now expect, 
You ſhould laugh at me. Pan. Truſt me, I could weep 

Rather, for I have found in all thy words 
A ſtrange disjointed ſorrow. Spa. Tis by me 
His own deſire ſo, that you would not love him. 

Pan. His own deſire! Why credit me, Thaleſtris, 
I am no common wooer : if he ſhall 
Woo me, his worth may be ſuch, that I dare 
Not ſwear I will not love him ; but if he 
Will ſtay to have me woo him, I will promiſe thee 
He may keep all his graces to himſelf, | 
And fear no raviſhing from me. Spa. *Tis yet 
His own defire, but whea he ſees your face, 
I fear, it will not be; therefor I charge you 
As you have pity, ſtop thoſe tender ears | 
From his enchanting voice, cloſe up thoſe eyes, 
That you may neither catch a dart from him, 
Nor he from you; I charge you as you hope 
To live in quiet; for when I am dead, 
For certain I will walk to viſit him 
If he break promiſe with me : for as faſt 
As oaths without a formal ceremony, 
. Can make me, I am to him 
Pan. Then be fearleſs; 
For if he were a thing *twixt god and man, 
I could gaze on him, if 1 knew it fin 
To love him, without paſſion: dry your eyes; 
I ſwear, you ſhall enjoy him ſtill for me, a 
I will not hinder you; but I perceive, 
You are not what you ſeem ; riſe, riſe, Thaleſtris, 
If your right name he ſo. Spa. Indeed, it is not; 
Spaconia is my name; but I deſire 
Not to be known to other. Pan. Why, by me 
You ſhall not, I will never do you wrong ; 
What good I can, I will : think not my birth 
Or education ſuch, that I ſhould injure 
A ſtranger virgin ; you are welcome hither ; 
In company you with to be commanded, 
But when we are alone, I ſhall be ready 
To be your ſervant. : 
| X 2 
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164 a KING, AND NO KING. 
Enter three MEN and a WOMAN. 


x Man. Come, come, run, run, run. 
2 Man. We ſhall out-go her. 

3 Man. One were better to be e's, than carry out 
women fidling to theſe thews. 

Mom. Is the king hard by? 

1 Man. You heard, he with the bottles ſaid, he thought 
W ſhould come too late: what abundance of people here 
is! 

Wom. But what had he in thoſe bottles? 

3 Man. I know not. 

2 Man. Why, ink, goodman fool. 

3 Man. Ink, what to do ? 

1 Man. Why, the king, look you, will many times call 
for theſe bottles, and break his mind to his friends. 

Wom. Let's rake our places, we ſhall have no room elſe. 

2 Man. The man told us he would walk o' foot through 
the people. 3 Man. Ay, marry, did he. 

2 Max. Our ſhops are well look'd to now. 

2 Man. lite, yonder's my maſter, I think. 

1 Man. No, tis not he. 


Enter PHIL1P with two Citizens Pives. 


x Cit. Lord, how fine the fields be, what ſweet living tis 
in the country! 1 

2 Cit. Ay, poor ſouls, God help em; they live as con- 
tentedly as one of us. 

1 Cit. My huſband's couſin would have had me gone in· 
to the country laſt year; wert thou ever there? 

2 Cit. Ay, poor ſouls, I was amongſt 'em once. 

I * And what kind of creatures are they, for love of 
God! 

2 Cit. = good people, God hels * em. 

1 Cit. Wilt thou go down with me this furamer when I 
am going to bed ? 

2 Cit. Alas, it is no place for us. 

x Cit. Why, pray thee ? 

2 Cit. Why, you can have nothing there, there s nobody 
cries brooms. 

x Cit. No? 

2 Cit. No truly, nor milk. 

x Cit. Nor milk! how do they ? 
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2 Cit. They are fain to milk themſelves i' th' country. 

1 Cit, Good lord ! but the people there, I think, will be 

very dutiful to one of us. 

2 Cit. Ay, God knows, will they; and yet they do not 
greatly care for our huſbands. 

1 Cit. Do they not? Alas! Pgood faith, I cannot blame 
them : for we do not greatly care for them ourſelves. 
Philip, J pray, chuſe us a place. 

Phil. There's the beſt, forſooth. 

1 Cit. By you leave, good people, a little. 

3 Man. What's the matter ? 

Phil, I pray you, my friend, do not thruſt my miſtreſs 
ſo, ſhe's with c 

2 Man. Let her look to herſelf then, has ſhe not had 
thruſting enough yet ? If the ſtay ſhouldring here, ſhe may, 
perhaps, go home with a cake in her belly. 

3 Man. How now, goodman Squitter-breech, why do 

ou lean on me ? 

Phil. Becauſe I will. 

3 Man. Will you, Sir Sawce-box ? 

1 Cit. Look, if one ha' not ſtruck Philip ; come hither, 
Philip ; why did he ſtrike thee ? 

Phil. For leaning on him. 

1 Cit. Why didſt thou lean on him? 

Phil. I did not think he would have ſtruck me. 

1 Cit. As God ſave me, la, thou'rt as wild as a buck ; 
there's no quarrel, but thou'rt at one end or other on't. 

3 Man. It's at the firſt end then, for he'll ne'er ſtay the 
laſt, 

1 Cit. Well, Slip-ſtring, I ſhall meet with you. 

3 Man. When you will. 

1 Cit. I'Il give a crown to meet with you. 

3 Man. At a bawdychouſe. 

1 Cit. Ay, you're full of your roguery ; but if I do meet 
you, it ſhall coſt me a fall. 


Flouriſh. Enter one running. 


4 Man, The king, the king, the king! Now, now, 
now, now. 


Flouriſh. Enter ARBACEs, T1GRANES, and MARDo- 


NI1US, 
All. God preſerve your majeſty! 
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Arb. I thank you all, now are my joys at full, 
When I behold you ſafe, my loving ſubjects ; 
By you I grow, tis your united love 
That lifts me to this height : all the account 
That I can render you for all the love 
You've beſtowed on me, all your expences to 
Maintain my war, is but a little word, 

You will imagine *tis ſlender payment, yet 'tis ſuch a word, 
as is not to be brought but with your bloods, tis peace. 

All. God preſerve you majeſty ! | 

Arb. Now you may live ſecurely i'your towns, 
Your children round about you ; you may fit 
Under your vines, and make the miſeries 
Of other kingdoms a diſcourſe for you, 

And lend them ſorrows ; for yourſelves, you may 
Safely forget, there are ſuch things as tears ; 

And may you all, whoſe good thoughts I have gain'd, 
Hold me unworthy, when I think my life 

A facrifice too great to keep you thus 

In ſuch a calm eſtate ! 

All. God bleſs maj | | 

Arb. See, all . have brought the man, 
Whoſe very name you fear'd, a captive home; 
Behold him, tis Tigranes in your hearts 

Sing ſongs of gladneſs, and deliverance. 

I œCit. Out upon him! 

2 Cit. How he looks. 

Vom. Hang him, hang him. 

Mar. Theſe are ſweet people. 

Tig. Sir, you do me wrong, 
To render me a ſcorned ſpectacle 
To common people. : Arb. It was far from me 
To mean it ſo : If I have aught deſerv'd, 
My loving ſubjects, let me beg of you, 
Not to revile this prince, in whom there dwells 
All worth of which the nature of a man 
Is capable; valour beyond compare ; 
The terror of his name has ſtretch'd itſelf 
Where-ever there is ſun ; and yet for you 
I fought with him ſingle, and won him too; 
I made his valour ſtoop, and brought that name 
Soar'd to ſo unbeliev'd a height, to fall 
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Beneath mine: this, inſpir'd with all your loves, 
I did perform, and will, for your content, 
Be ever ready for a greater work. 
All. The lord bleſs your majeſty ! 
Tig. So, he has — me amends now with a ſpeech in 
commendation of himſelf : I would not be ſo vain-glorious. 
Arb. If there be any thing in which I may 
Do good to any creature here, ſpeak out ; 
For I muſt leave you: And it troubles me, 
That my occaſions for my good of you, 
Are ſuch as call me from you : elſe, my joy 
Would be to ſpend my days among you all. 
You ſhew your loves in theſe large multitudes 
That come to meet me, I will pray for you; 
Heav'n proſper you, that you may know old years, 
And live to fee your childrens children 
Sit at your boards with plenty! When there is 
A want of any thing, let it be known 
To me, and I will be a father to you : 
God keep you all! [Flouriſh. Exeunt kings and their train. 
All. God bleſs your majeſty, God bleſs your majeſty! 
1 Man. Come, ſhall we go? All's done. : 
Mom. Ay, for God's ſake, I have not made a fire yet. 
2 Man. Away, away, all's done. 
3 Man. Content : farewel, Philip. 
1 Cit. Away, you halter-ſack, you. 
2 Man. Philip will not fight, he's afraid on's face. 
Phil. Ay, marry ; am I afraid of my face ? 
3 Man. Thou wouldſt be, Philip, if thou ſaw'ſt it in a 
glaſs; it looks ſo like a viſor. - | 
[ Exeunt the three men, and woman. 
1 Cit. You'll be hang'd, firrah; come, Philip, walk be- 
fore us homewards; did not his majeſty ſay he had brought 
us home peas for all our money? 
2 Cit. Yes, marry, did he. 
1 Cit. They're the firſt I heard of this year, by troth; 
es, for ſome of em: did he not ſay, we 
ome | 


2 Cit. Yes, and fo we ſhall anon, I warrant you, have 


every one a peck brought home to our houfes. [Exeunt. 
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Enter ARBACES, and GOBRIAS. 


Arb. Y ſiſter take it ill? 
Gob. Not very ill; 
Something unkindly the does take it, Sir, 
To have her huſband choſen to her hands. 
Arb. Why, Gobrias, let her; I muſt have her know, 
My will, and not her own, muſt govern her : 
What, will ſhe marry with ſome flave at home? \ 
Gob. O, ſhe is far from any ſtubbornneſs, 
You much miſtake her, and, no doubt, will like 
Where you would have her; but when you behold her, 
You will be loth to part with ſuch a jewel. 
Arb. To part with her ? Why, Gobrias, art thou mad? 
She is my ſiſter. Gob. Sir, I know, ſhe is: 
But it were pity to make poor our land, 
With ſuch a beauty to enrich another. 
Arb. Piſh ! will ſhe have him? 
Gob. I do hope, ſhe will not; [Afide, 
I think, ſhe will, Sir. 
Arb. Were ſhe my father, and my mother too, 
And all the names for which we think folks friends, 
She ſhould be forc'd to have him, whom I know 
*Tis fit : I will not hear her ſay, ſhe's loth. 
Gob. Heav'n bring my purpoſe luckily to paſs ! 
You know, tis juſt ; ſhe will not need conſtraint 
She loves you ſo. Arb. How does ſhe love me ? Speak. 
Gob. She loves you more than people love their health, 
That live by labour ; more than I could love 
A-man that died for me, if he could live 
Again. Arb. She is not like her mother then. 
Gob. O, no, when you were in Armenia, 
I durſt not let her know when you were hurt: 
For at the firſt, on every little ſcratch, 
She kept her chamber, wept, and could not cat, 
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Till you were well; and many times the news 
Was ſo long coming, that before we heard, 
She was as near her death, as you your health. 

Arb. Alas, poor ſoul ! but yet ſhe muſt he rul'd ; 
1 know not how I ſhall requite her well. 
I long to ſee her ; have you ſent for her, 
To tell her Iam ready? Gob. Sir, I have. 


Enter x GENTLEMAN and T1GRANES. 


A 


1 Gent. Sir, here is the Armenian king. h Wit i! 
Arb. He's welcome. 
1 Gent. And the queen mother and the princeſs wait 
without. . 
Arb. Good Gobrias, bring em in. [Exit Gobrias. 
Tigranes, you will think you are arriv'd | 
In a ſtrange land, where mothers caſt to poiſon. 
Their only fons ; think you, you ſhall be ſafe ? 
Tig. Too ſafe I am, Sir. 


Enter GoBR1AS, ARANE, PANTHEA, SPACONIA, BA- 
CURIUS, MARDONIUS, BEssus, and two Gentlemen. 


Ara. As low as this I bow to you, and would 
As low as in my grave, to ſhew a mind 
Thankful for all your mercies. Arb. O ſtand up, 
And let me kneel ; the hght will be aſham'd 
To ſee obſervance done to me by you. 
Ara. You are my king. 
Arb. You are my mother, riſe; 
As far be all your faults from your own ſoul, 
As from my memory; then you ſhall be 
As white as innocence herſelf. Ara. I came 
Only to ſhew my duty, and acknowlege 
My ſorrows for my ſims ; longer to ſtay, 
Were but to draw eyes mare attentively 
Upon my ſhame ; that pow'r, that kept you ſafe 
From me, preſerve you ſtill! Arb. Your own deſires 
Shall be your guide. [Exit Arane. 
Pan. Now let me die, ſince 1 
Have ſeen my lord the king return in ſafety. 
I have ſeen all the good that life canſhew me; 
I've ne'er another wiſh for heav'n ta grant, 
Nor were it fit I ſhould ; for I am bound 
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To ſpend my age to come, in giving thanks 
That this was granted me. 

Gob. Why does not your majeſty ſpeak ? 

Arb. To whom? Gob. To the princeſs. 

Pan. Alas, Sir, I am fearful; you do look 
On me, as if I were ſome loathed thing, 

'That you were finding out a way to ſhun. 

Gob. Sir, you ſhould ſpeak to her. Arb. Ha? 

Pan. I know I am unworthy, yet not ill: arm'd with 
which innocence here I will kneel, till I am one with earth, 
but I will gain ſome words and kindneſs from you. 

Fig. Will you ſpeak, Sir? | 

Arb. Speak, am I what I was ? 

What art thou that doſt creep into my breaſt, 

And dar'ſt not fee my face? ſhew forth thyſelf : 

I feel a pair of fiery wings diſplay'd, 

Hither, from thence ; you ſhall not tarry there, 

Up, and begone, if thou be'ſt love, begone : 

Or I will tear thee from my wounded breaſt, 

Pull thy lov'd down away, and with a quill 

By this right arm drawn from thy wanton wing, 

Write to thy laughing mother i'thy blood ; 
That you are pow'rs bely'd, and all your darts 
Are to be blown away, by men reſolv'd, 
Like duſt; I know, thou fear'ſt my words, away. 

Tig. O miſery | Why ſhould he be ſo flow? 
There can no falſhood come of loving her; 
Though I have given my faith, ſhe is a thing 
Both to be lov'd and ſerv'd beyond my faith: 

I would, he would preſent me to her quickly. 

Pan. Will you not ſpeak at all? Are you ſo far 
From kind words ? Yet to ſave my modeſty, 

That muſt talk till you anſwer, do not ſtand 
As you were dumb, fay ſomething, though it be 
Poiſon'd with anger, hat may ſtrike me dead. 

Mar. Have you no life at all? For manhood ſake, 
Let her not knech, and talk neglected thus; 

A tree would find a tongue to anſwer her, 

Did ſhe but give it ſuch a lov'd reſpect. 

Ar. You:mean this lady: lift her from the carth 5 
Why do you let her kneel ſo long? Alas, 
Madam, your beauty uſes to command, 
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And not to beg. What is your ſuit to me? 


It ſhall be granted, yet the time is ſhort, . 
And my affairs are great : 


But where's my ſiſter? I bade, ſhe ſhould be brought. 


Mar. What, is he mad ? 

Arb. Gobrias, where is ſhe ? 

Gob. Sir. 

Arb. Where is ſhe, man? 

Gob. Who, Sir? 

Arb. Who, haſt thou forgot my ſiſter ? 

Goh. Your ſiſter, Sir ? 

Arb. Your ſiſter, Sir? Some one that hath a wit, 
Anſwer, where is ſhe ? 

Gob. Do you not ſee her there ? 

Arb. Where ? | 

Gob. There. 

Arb. There, where ? | 

Mar. Slight, there, are you blind? 

Arb. Which do you mean, that little one? 

Gob. No, Sir. | 

Arb. No, Sir? why, do you mock me? I can ſee 
No other here, but that petitioning lady. 

Gob. That's ſhe. | 

Arb. Away. 

Gob. Sir, it 1s ſhe. 

Arb. Tis falſe. 

Gob. Is it? | 

Arb. As hell; by heav'n, as falſe as hell; 
My fiſter——— Is ſhe dead? If it be ſo, 
Speak boldly to me ? for I am a man, 
And dare not quarrel with divinity ; 
And do not think to cozen me with this : 
I ſee, you all are mute and ſtand amaz'd, 
Fearful to anſwer me; it is too true, 
A decreed inſtant cuts off ev'ry life, 
For which to mourn, is to repine ; ſhe dy'd 
A virgin though, more innocent than ſleep ; 
As clear as her own eyes; and bleſſedneſs 
Eternal waits upon her where ſhe is: 
I know, ſhe could not make a wiſh to change 
Her ſtate for new, and you ſhall ſee me bear 
My croſſes like a man; we all muſt die, 
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And ſhe hath taught us how. Gob. Do not miſtake, 
And vex yourſelf for nothing ; for her death 
Js a long life off yet, I hope: tis ſhe, 
And if my ſpeech deſerve not faith, lay death 
Upon me, and my lateſt words ſhall force 
A credit from you. *Arb. Which, good Gobrias ? 
That lady, doſt thou mean? Gob. That lady, Sir, 
She is your ſiſter, and ſhe is your fiſter 
That loves you ſo, *'tis ſhe for whom I weep, 
To ſee you uſe her thus. Arb. It cannot be. 
Tig. Piſh ! this is tedious, 
I cannot hold, I muſt preſent myſelf, 
And yet the fight of my Spaconia 
Touches me, as a ſudden thunder-clap 
Does one that is about to ſin. Arb. Away, 
No more of this; here I pronounce him traitor, 
The direct plotter of my death, that names 
Or thinks her for my ſiſter; tis a lye, 
The moſt malicious of the world, invented 
To mad your king; he will not ſay ſo next, 
Let him draw out his ſword and ſheath it here, 
It is a fin fully as pardonable : , 
She is no kin to me, nor ſhall ſhe be; 
If ſhe were ever, I create her none: 
And which of you caa queſtion this ? my pow'r 
Is like the ſea, that is to be obey'd 
And not diſputed with : I have decreed her 
As far from having part of blood with me, 
As the nak'd Indians ; come and anſwer me, 
He that is boldeſt now ; is that my ſiſter ? 
Mar. O, this is fine. 
Beſ. No, marry, ſhe is not, an't pleaſe your majeſty, 
I never thought ſhe was, ſhe's nothing like you. | 
Arb. No 'tis true, ſhe is not. 
Mar. Thou ſhou'dſt be hang'd. 
Pan. Sir, I will ſpeak but once; by the ſame pow'r 
You make my blood a ſtranger unto yours, 
You may command me dead ; and ſo much love 
A ſtranger may importune; pray you, do; 
If this requeſt appear too much to grant, 
Adopt me of ſome other family, 
By your unqueſtion'd word; elſe I ſhall live 
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Like finful iſſues that are left in ſtreets 
By their regardleſs mothers, and no name 
Will be found for me. 
Arb. I will hear no more, 
Why ſhould there be ſuch muſic in a voice, 
And fin for me to hear it ? All the world 
May take delight in this; yet 'tis damnation 
For me to do ſo : you are fair, and wiſe, 
. And virtuous, I think ; and he 1s bleſt, 
That is ſo near you as a brother is; 
But you are nought to me but a diſeaſe ; 
Continual torment without hope of eaſe ; 
Such an ungodly ſickneſs I have got, 
That he, that undertakes my cure, muſt firſt 
O'erthrow divinity, all moral laws, 
And leave mankind as unconfin'd as beaſts ; 
Allowing 'em to do all actions 
As freely, as they drink when they defaze. 
Let me not hear you ſpeak again; yet ſo 
I ſhall but languiſh for the want of that, 
The having which would kill me: no man here 
Offer to ſpeak for her ; for I conſider 
As much as you can fay; I will not toil 
My body and my mind too, reſt thou there, 
Here's one within will labour for you 
Pan. I would, I were paſt ſpeaking. 
Gob. Fear not, madam, 
The king will alter, tis ſome ſudden rage, 
And you fhall ſee it end ſome other way. 
Pan. Pray heav'n it do! 
Tig. Though ſhe, to whom I ſwore, be * I cannot 
Stile my paſſion longer; if my father, 
Should riſe again diſquieted with this, 
And charge me to forbear, yet it would out. 
Madam, a ſtranger, and a pris 'ner begs 
To be bid welcome. Pan. You are welcome, Sir, 
I think ; but if you be not, tis paſt me 
To make you ſo: For I am here a ſtranger 
Greater than you; we know from whence you come; 
But I appear a loſt thing, and by whom 
Is yet uncertain, found here i' the court, 


And only ſuffer'd to walk up and down, 
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As one not worth the owning. Spa. O, I fear 
Tigranes will be caught, he looks, methinks, 
As he would change his eyes with her; ſome help 
There is above for me, 1 hope. 

Tig. Why do yot turn away, and weep ſo faſt, 
And utter things that miſbecome your looks, 

Can you want owning? Spa. O, tis certain ſo. 

Tig. Acknowlege yourſelf mine. 

Arb. How now? Tig. And then 
See if you want an owner. Arb. They are talking, 

Tig. Nations ſhall own you for their queen. 

Arb. Tigranes, art not thou my priſoner ? 

Tig. I am. | 

Arb. And who is this? 

Tig. She is your ſiſter. Arb. She is ſo. 

Mar. Is ſhe ſo again ? that's well. Arb. And then 
How dare you offer to change words with her ? 

Tig. Dare do it! Why ? You brought me hither, Sir, 
To that intent. Arb. Perhaps, I told you ſo; 

If I had ſworn it, had you ſo much folly 

To credit it? The leaſt word, that ſhe ſpeaks, 
Is worth a life ; rule your diforder'd tongue, 
Or I will temper it. Spa. Bleft be that breath! 

Tig. Temper my tongue !—Such incivilities 
As theſe no barbarous people ever knew: 

You break the laws of nature, and of nations; 
You talk to me as if I were a priſoner 
For theft : my tongue be temper'd ? I muſt ſpeak, 
If thunder check me, and I will. Arb. You will ? 
Spa. Alas, my fortune 
Tig. Do not fear his frown, 
Dear madam, hear me. 

Arb. Fear not my frown ? But that *twere baſe in me 
To fight with one, I know I can o'ercome, 

Again thou ſhouldſt be conquer'd by me. 

Mar. He has one ranſom with him already ; methinks, 
*T were good to fight double, or quit. 

Arb. Away with him to priſon : now, Sir, ſee 
If my frowns be regardleſs ; why delay you? 
Scize him, Bacurius ; you ſhall know my word 
Sweeps like a wind ; and all, it grapples with, 
Are as the chaff before it. Tig. Touch me not. 
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Arb. Help there. Tig. Away. 
1 Gent. It is in vain to ſtruggle. 
2 Gent. Lou muſt be forc'd. 
Bac. Sir, you muſt pardon us, 
We muſt obey. Arb. Why do you dally there ? 
Drag him away by any thing. Bac. Come, Sir. 
Tig. Juſtice, thou ought'ſt to give me ftrength enough 
To ſhake all theſe off; this is tyranny, | 
Arbaces, ſubtler than the burning bull's ; 
Or that fam'd tyrant's bed. Thou might'ſt as well 
Search i' the deep of winter through the ſnow 
For half-ſtarv'd people, to bring home with thee, 
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To ſhew 'em fire, and ſend 'em back again, 


As uſe me thus. 


Arb. Let him be cloſe, Bacurius. Exeunt Tig. and Bac. 
Spa. I ne'er rejoiced at any ill to him, 
But this impriſonment : what ſhall become 
Of me forſaken ? Gob. You will not let your ſiſter 
Depart thus diſcontented from you, Sir? 
Arb. By no means, Gobrias, I have done her wrong, 
And made myſelf believe much of myſelf, 
That is not in me : you did kneel to me, 
Whilſt I ſtood ſtubborn and regardleſs by, 
And, like a God incenſed, gave no car 
To all your prayers : behold, I kneel to you, 
Shew a contempt as large as was my own, 
And I will ſuffer it ; yet at the laſt 
Forgive me. 
Pan. O you wrong me more in this, 
Than in your rage you did: you mock me now. 
Arb. Never forgive me then, which is the worſt 
Can happen to me. Pan. If you be in earneſt, 
Stand up and give me but a gentle look, 
And two kind words, and I ſhall be in heav'n. 
Arb. Riſe you then too ; here I acknowlege thee 
My hope, the only jewel of my life, | 
The beſt of ſiſters, dearer than my breath, 
A happineſs as high as I could think ; 
And when my actions call thee otherwiſe, 
Perdition light upon me! Pan. This is better 
Than if you had not frown'd, it comes to me, 
Like mercy at the block, and when I leave 
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To ſerve you with my life, your curſe be with me ! 
Arb. Then thus I do ſalute thee, and again, 
To make this knot the ſtronger ; paradiſe 
Is there : It may be, you are yet in doubt, 
This third kifs blots it out [ wade in fin, 
And fooliſhly intice myſelf along ; 
Take her away, fee her a priſoner 
In her own chamber cloſely, Gobrias. 
Pan. Alas, Sir, why ? | 
Arb. 1 muſt not ſtay the anſwer, 
Do it. Gob. Good sir! Arb. No more, do it, I ſay. 
Mar. This is better and better. 
Pan. Yet hear me ſpeak. 
Arb. I will not hear you ſpeak. 
Away with her, let no man think to ſpeak 
For ſuch a creature; for ſhe is a witch, 
A priſoner, and a trattor. 
Gob. Madam, this office grieves me. 
Pan. Nay, it is well; the king is pleaſed with it. 
Arb. Beſſus, go you along too with her; IT will prove 
All this that I have faid, if I may live 
So long; but I am deſp'rately ſick, 
For ſhe has given me poiſon in a kiſs ; 
She had it twixt her lips, and with her eyes 
She witches people : Go, without a word. 
| [Exeunt Gob. Pan. Beſ. and Spaconia. 
Why ſhould you, that have made me ſtand in war 
Like fate itſelf, cutting what threads I pleas'd, 
Decree fuch an unworthy end of me, 
And all my glories ? What am I, alas, 
That you oppoſe me ? If my ſecret thoughts 
Have ever harbour'd ſwellings againſt you, 
They could not hurt you; and it is in you 
To give me ſorrow, that will render me 
Apt to receive your mercy ; rather ſo, 
Let it be rather ſo, than puniſh me 
With ſuch unmanly fins: Tnceft is in me 
Dwelling already ; and it muſt be holy, 
That pulls it thence ; where art, Mardonius ? 
Mar. Here, Sir. 
Arb. 1 pray thee, bear me, if thou canſt ; 
Am I not grown a ſtrange weight ? | 
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Mar. As you were. 
Arb. No heavier ? 
Mar. No, Sir. Arb. Why, my legs. 
Refuſe to bear my body; O Mardonius, 
Thou haſt in field beheld me, when thou know'ſt 
I could have gone, though I could never run. 
Mar. And ſo I ſhall again. Arb. O, no, tis paſt. 
Mar. Pray pou go reſt yourſelf. 
Arb. Wilt thou hereafter when they talk of me, 
As thou ſhalt hear nothing but infamy, 
Remember ſome of thoſe things? 
Mar. Yes, I will. : 
Arb. 1 pray thee, do : for thou ſhalt never ſee me ſo a- 
ain. 
a Mar. I warrant you. [ Exeunt, 
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Enter BESSs alone. 


Beſ. They talk of fame, I have gotten it in the wars, and 
will afford any man a reaſonable penny-worth : Some will 
ſay, they could be content to have it, but that it is to be 

atchiev'd with danger; but my opinion is otherwiſe : For 
if I might ſtand ſtill in cannon-proof, and have fame fall 
upon me, I would refuſe it : My reputation came princi- 
pally by thinking to_run away, which nobody knows but 
Mardonius, and, I think, he conceals it to anger me. Be- 
| fore I went to the wars, I came to the town a young fellow, 
without means or parts to deſerve friends; and my empty 
guts perſuaded me to lye, and abuſe people, for my meat; 
which I did, and they beat me: Then would I faſt two 
days, 'till my hunger cry'd out on me, rail /till ; then, me- 
thought, I had a monſtrous ſtomach to abuſe em again, and 
did it. In this ſtate I continu'd *till they hung me up by th 
heels, and beat me wi' haſle-ſticks as if they would have 
baked me, and have cozen'd ſomebody wi' me for veniſon : 
After this I rail'd, and eat quietly : For the whole kingdom 
took notice of me for a baffled whip'd fellow, and what L 
ſaid was remembred in mirth but never in anger, of which 
I was glad; I would, it were at that paſs again! After this, 
heav'n calls an aunt of mine, that left two hundred pounds 
in a couſin's hand for me, who, taking me to be a gallant 
young ſpirit, raiſed a company for me with the money, and 
ſent me to Armenia with em: away I would have run from 
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them, but that I could get no company, and alone I durſt 
not run. I was never at battel but once, and there I was 
running, but Mardonius cudgel'd me; yet I got looſe at laſt, 
but was ſo afraid, that I ſaw no more than my ſhoulders do; 
but fled with my whole company amongſt mine enemies, 
and overthrew 'em : Now the report of my valour is come 
over before me, and, they ſay, I was a raw young fellow, 
but now I am improv'd; a plague on their eloquenee ! 
"twill coſt me many a beating; and Mardonius might help 
this too, if he would; for now they think to get honour on 
me, and all the men I have abus'd call me freſhly to account, 
(worthily, as they call it) by the way of challenge. 


Enter a GENTLEMAN. 

Gent. Good-morrow, captain Beſſus. 

Beſ. Good-morrow, Sir. 

Gent. I come to ſpeak with you. 

Beſ. You're very welcome. 

Gent. From one that holds himſelf wrong'd by you ſome 
three years ſince : your worth, he ſays, is fam'd, and he 
doth nothing doubt but you will do him right, as beſeems a 
foldier. 

Beſ. A pox on 'em, ſo they cry all! 

Gent. And a ſlight note I have about me for you, for the 
delivery of which you muſt excuſe me; it is an office that 
friendſhip calls upon me to do, and no way offenſive to you; 
ſince I defire but right on both ſides. 

Beſ. *Tis a challenge, Sir, is it not? 

Gent. Tis an inviting to the field. * 

Beſ. An inviting ? O Sir, your mercy ; what a comple- 
ment he delivers it with ? He might as agreeable to my na- 
ture preſent me poiſon with ſuch a ſpeech : Um, um, um, 
Reputation, um, um, um, call you to account, um, um, um, 
forc d to this, um, um, um, with my ſword, um, um, um, 
dear to me, um, um, um, ſatisfaftion : Tis very well, Sir, 
I do accept it, but he muſt await an anſwer this thirteen 
weeks. | | 

Gent. Why, Sir, he would be glad to wipe off his ſtain 
as ſoon as he could. | a 

Beſ. Sir, upon my credit I am already engag'd to two 
hundred and twelve, all which muſt have their ſtains wip'd 
off, if that be the word, before him. ; 
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Gent. Sir, if you be truly engag'd but to one, he ſhall: ſtay 
à competent time. 

Beſ. Upon my faith, Sir, to two hundred and twelve, 
and I have a ſpent body, too much bruis'd in hattel; ſo 
that I cannot fight, I muſt be plain, above three combats a 
day: All the kindneſs I can ſhew him, is to ſet him reſolv- 
edly in my roll, the two hundred and thirteenth man, which 
is ſomething ; for, I tell you, I think there will be more 
after him, than before him, I think ſo; pray you, com- 
mend me to him, and tell him this. 

Gent. 1 will, Sir; good-morrow to you. 

[Exit-Gentleman. 

Beſ. Good-morrow, good Sir. Certainly, my ſafeſt way 
were to print myſelf a coward, with a diſcovery how I came 
by my credit, and clap it upon every poſt; I have received 
above thirty challenges within this two hours; marry, all but 
the firſt I put off with engagement; and, by good fortune, 
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: the firſt is no madder of fighting than ], ſo that that's referred, 
the place where jt muſt be ended is four days journey off, and | 
our arbitrators are theſe : He has choſen a gentleman in we 


travel, and I have a ſpecial friend with a quartain ague, like 
to hold him this five years, for mine: And when his man 
: comes home, we are to expect my friend's health : If the 
a . would ſend me challenges —_ thick, as long as I liv'd, 1 
would have no other living; I can make ſeven ſhillings a 
day o' th' paper to the grocers : Yet I learn nothing by all 
theſe but a little ſkill in comparing of ftiles. I do find evi- 
dently, that there is ſome one ſerivener in this town, that 
2 has a great hand in writing of challenges, for they are all of 
: a cut, and ſix of em in a hand; and they all end, my Repu- 
tation is dear to me, and 1 muſt require Satisfaction. Who's 
there? More paper, I hope; no, tis my lord Bacurius ; i FA 
fear, all is not well betwixt us. 


, Enter Ba cRIVUsS. 

2 Bac. Now, captain Beſſus, I come about a frivolous mat- 

4 ter, caus'd by as idle a report: You know, you were a 
coward. 

o Beſ. Very right. © 

4 Bac. And wrong'd me. 


Beſ. True, my lord. 
Bac, But new people will call you 2. deſertleſly, L 
2 2 
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think ; yet for their ſatisfaction, I will have you fight with 
me. | 

Beſ. O my good lord, my deep engagements 

Bac. Tell not me of your engagements, captain Beſſus, 
it is not to be put off with an excuſe : for my own part, I 
am none of the multitude that believe your converſion from 
coward, 

Beſ. My lord, I ſeek no . and this belongs not 
to me, I am not to maintain it. 

Bac. Who then, pray? | 

Bell. Beſſus, the coward, wrong'd you. Bac. Right. 

Beſ. And ſhall Beſſus the valiant maintain what Befſus the 
coward did ? 

Bac. I pray thee, leave theſe cheating tricks; I ſwear, 
thou ſhalt fight with me, or thou ſhalt be beaten extreamly, 
and kick c. 

Beſ Since you provoke me thus far, my lord, I will fight 
with you; and, by my ſword, it ſhall coſt me twenty pounds, 
but 1 will have m ay leg well a week ſooner — 

Bac. Your leg! Why, what ails your leg? I'll do a cure 
on you, ſtand up [Kicks bim. 

Beſ. My lord, "dis | is not noble in you. 

Bar. What doſt chou with ſuch a phraſe in thy mouth ? 
I will kick thee out of all good words before I leave thee. 

Beſ. My lord, I take this as a puniſhment for the offence 
I did when I was a coward. 

Bac. When thou wert ? Confeſs thyſelf a coward ſtill, or 
by this light, I'll beat thee into ſpunge. 

Be. Why, I am one. 

Bac. Are you fo, Sir? And why do you wear a ſword 
then ? Come, unbuckle. 

Beſ. My lord? 

Bac. Unbuckle, I ſay, and give it me; or, as I live, 4 

head will ake extreamly. 

B.. It is a pretty hilt, and if your lordſhip take an affec- 
tion to it, with all my heart I preſent it to you for a new- 
itt. 

324. 1 thank you very heartily, ſweet captain, farewel. 

Beſ. One word more, I beſeech your lordſhip to render 
me my knife again. | 

Bac. Marry, by all means, captain ; cheriſh yourſelf with 
it, and eat hard, good captain; we cannot tell whether we 
ſhall have any more ſuch. * dear 2 [Exit Bac. 
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Beſ. I will make better uſe of this, than of my ſword : A 
baſe ſpirit has this vantage of a brave one, it keeps always 
at a ſtay, nothing brings it down, not beating. I remember, 
Ipromis'd the king in a great audience, that I would make 
my back-biters eat my ſword to a knife; how to get ano- 
ther ſword, I know not; nor know any means left for me 

to maintain my credit, but impudence : Therefor I will 
out-ſwear him and his followers, that this is all that's left 
uneaten of my ſword. [Exit Beſſus. 


Exit MARDON1US. 


Mar. I'll move the king, he is moſt ſtrangely alter'd : 
I gueſs the cauſe, I fear, too right; heav'n has 
Some ſecret end in't, and it 1s a ſcourge, 
No queſtion, juſtly laid on him : he'as follow'd me 
Through twenty rooms; and ever, when I ſtay 
To wait's command, he bluſhes like a girl, 
And looks upon me, as if modeſty 
Kept in his buſineſs ; ſo turns away from me; 
But, if J go on, he follows me again. 
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Euter ARBACES. 


—— 


See, here he is. I do not uſe this, yet 
I know not how, I cannot chooſe but weep 
To ſee him; his very enemies, I think, 
Whoſe wounds have bred his fame, if they ſhould ſee 
Him now, would find tears i“ their eyes. 
Arb. I cannot utter it; why ſhould 1 keep 
A breaſt to harbour thoughts I dare not ſpeak ? 
Darkneſs is in my boſom, and there lie 
A thouſand thoughts that cannot brook the light : 
How wilt thou vex me, when this deed is done, 
Conſcience, that art afraid to let me name it! 
Mar. How do you, Sir ? 
Arb. Why, very well, Mardonigs ; 
How doſt thou do? Mar. Better than you, I fear. 
Arb. I hope, thou art; for to be plain with thee, 
Thou art in hell elſe : Secret ſcorching flames, 
That far tranſcend carthly material fires, 
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Mar. Sir. 


Are erept into me, and there is no cure. . i 
Is it not ſtrange, Mardouius, there's no cure? ſl 
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Either I miſtake, or there is ſomething hid 
That you would utter to me. Arb. So there is, 
But yet I cannot do it. Mar. Out with it, Sir, 
If it be dangerous, I will not ſhrink 
To do you fervice, I will not eſteem 
My life a weightier matter than indeed 
It is: I know, tis ſubject to more chances 
eee it has hours, and I were better loſe it 
I. king's cauſe, than with an ague, or 
A fall, or ſleeping to a thief; as all theſe 
Are probable enough : let me but know 
What I ſhall do for you. Arb. It will not out : 
Were you with Gobrias, and bad him give 
My fiſter all content the place affords, 
And give her leave to ſend and ſpeak to whom 
She pleaſe? Mar. Yes, Sir, I was. 
Arb. And did you to 
Bacurius ſay as much about Tigranes ? 
Mar. Yes. 
Arb. That's all my buſineſs. 
Mar. O ſay not ſo, 
You had an anſwer of all this before; 
Beſides, I think, this buſineſs might be utter'd 
More careleſſy. Arb. Come thou ſhalt have it out; 
I do beſeech thee by the love thou haſt 
Profeſt to me, to ſee my ſiſter from me. 
Mar. Well, and what then? Arb. That's all. 
Mar. That's ſtrange, 
Shall I ſay nothing to her? Arb. Not a word; 
But if thou lov'ſt me, find ſome ſubtle way 
To make her underſtand by ſigns. Mar. But what ſhall 
I make her underſtand? Arb. O Mardonius, 
For that I muſt be pardoned. Mar. You may ; 
But I can only ſee her then. Arb. Tis true; 
Bear her this ring then, and, on more advice, 
Thou ſhalt ſpeak to her: tell her I do love 
My kindred all: wilt thou? Mar. Is there no more? 
Arb. And her the beſt ; better than a brother loves 
His ſiſter : that is all. Mar. Methinks, this need not 
Have been deliver'd with ſuch caution; I'll do it. 
Arb. There is more yet; wilt thou be faithful to me ? 
Mar. Sir, if I take upon me to deliver it, 
After I hear it, I'll paſs through fire to do it. 
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Arb. J love her better than a brother ought; 
Doſt thou conceive me? Mar. I hope, I do not, Sir. 
Arb. Thou'rt dull, kneel down before her, and ne'er riſe 
Again, *till ſhe will love me. Mar. I think, ſhe daes. 
Arb. But better than ſhe does, another way 
As wives love huſbands. 
Mar. Why, there are few wives, 
That love their huſbands better than ſhe does you. 
Arb. Thou wilt not underſtand me : Is it fit 
This ſhould be utter'd plainly ? Take it then, 
Naked as it is: I would defire her love 
Laſciviouſly, lewdly, inceſtuouſly, . 
To do a fin that needs muſt damn us both; 
And thee too : Doſt thou underſtand me now ? 
Mar. Yes, there's your ring again; what have I don 
Diſhoneſtly in my whole life, name it, Sir, 
That you ſhould put ſo baſe a buſineſs to me ? 
Arb. Didſt thou not tell me, then, that thou wouldſt do 
Mar. Yes, if I undertook it; but if all [it? 
My hairs were lives, I would not be engag'd 
In ſuch a cauſe to ſave my laſt of life. 
Arb. O guilt! how poor and weak a thing art thou ? 
This man that is my ſervant, whom my breath 
Might blow about the world, might beat me here 
Having this cauſe ; whilſt I, preſt down with ſin, 
Could not reſiſt him: dear Mardonius, 
It was a motion miſbeſeeming man, 
I'm ſorry for't. Mar. Heav'n grant, you may beſo! 
You muſt underſtand, nothing, that you can utter, 
Can move my love and ſervice from my prince. 
Otherwiſe, I think, I ſhall not love you more. 
For you are ſinful, and if you do this crime, 
You ought to have no laws. For after this, 
It will be great injuſtice in you to puniſh 
Any offender, and for any crime. 
For myſelf, I find my heart too big : I feel, 
I have not patience to look on whilſt you 
Run theſe forbidden courſes. Means I have 
None but your favour, and I am rather glad 
That I ſhall loſe em both together, than keep em 
With ſuch conditions; I ſhall find a dwelling 


Amongſt ſome people, where though our garments perhaps 
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Be coarſe, we ſhall be richer far within, 

And harbour no ſuch vices in em: the Gods 
Preſerve and mend you! 

Arb. Mardonius, ſtay, Mardonius ; for though 
My preſent ſtate requires nothing but knaves 
To be about me, ſuch as are prepar'd 
For every wicked act, yet who does know, 

But that my loathed fate may turn about, 
And I have uſe for honeſt men again ? 
I hope, I may; I prithee, leave me not. 


Enter BESSUS. 


Beſ. Where is the king? Mar. There. 
Beſ. An't pleaſe your majeſty, there's the knife. 
Arb. What knife? | 
Beſ. The ſword is eaten. 
Mar. Away, you fool, the king is ſerious, 
And cannot now admit your vanities. 
Beſ. Vanities! I'm no honeſt man. if my enemies have 
not brought it to this; what, do you think, I lye ? 
Arb. No, no, tis well; Befjus, tis very well; I'm glad 
on't. 
Mar. If your enemies brought it to this, your enemies 
are cutlers, come leave the king. . 
Beſ. Why, may not valour approach him ? 
Mar. Yes, but he has affairs; depart, or I ſhall be ſome- 
thing unmannerly with you. 
Arb. No, let him ſtay, Mardonius, let him ſtay 
I have occaſion with him very weighty, 2 
And I can ſpare you now. Mar. Sir? 
Arb. Why, 1 can ſpare you now. 
Beſ. Mardonius, give way to theſe State-affairs. 
Mar. Indeed, you are fitter for his preſent purpoſe. 
[Exit Mar. 
Arb. Beſſus, I ſhould imploy thee, wilt thou do't ? 
Beſj. Do't for you? by this air, I will do any thing with- 
out exception, be it a good, bad, or indifferent thing. 
Arb. Do not ſwear. | 
Beſ. By this light, but Iwill, any thing whatſoever. 
Arb. But I ſhall name the thing, 
Thy conſcience will not ſuffer thee to do. 
30% I would fain hear that thing. 
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Arb. Why, I would have thee get my ſiſter for me; 
Thou underſtandſt me, in a wicked manner. 
Beſ. O, you would have a bout with her ? 
I'll do't, I'll do't, i' faith. | 

Arb. Wilt thou, doſt thou make no more on't ? | 

Beſ. More? No, why is there any thing elſe ? If there 
be, it ſhall be done too. | 

Arb. Haſt thou no greater ſenſe of ſuch a fin ? 

Thou art too wicked tor my company, 

Though I have hell within me, thou may'ſt yet 
Corrupt me further : Pray thee, anſwer me, 
How do I ſhew to thee after this motion ? 

Beſ. Why, your majeſty look as well in my opinion, 
As ever you did ſince you were born. 

Arb. But thou appear'ſt to me after thy grant, 

The uglieſt, loathed, deteſtable thing 

That I have met with. Thou haſt eyes 

Like flames of ſulphur, which, methinks, do dart 
Infection on me; and thou haſt a mouth 

Enough to take me in, where there do ſtand 

Four rows of iron teeth. 

Beſ. I feel no ſuch thing, but 'tis no matter how I look; 
I'll do my buſineſs as well as they that look better; and 
when this is diſpatch'd, if you have a mind to your mother, 
tell me, and you ſhall fee I'll fet it hard. 

Arb. My mother! heav'n forgive me, to hear this 
I am inſpir'd with horror: Now I hate thee 
Worſe than my ſin, which, if I could come by, 
Should ſuffer death eternal, ne'er to riſe 
In any breaſt again. Know, I will die 
Languiſhing mad, as I reſolve I ſhall, 

E'er I will deal by ſuch an inſtrument : 
Thou art too ſinful to imploy in this; 
Out of the world, away ! 

Beſ. What do you mean, Sir ? 

Arb. Hung round with curſes, take thy fearful flight 
Into the deſarts, where mong all the monſters, 

If thou find'ſt one ſo beaſtly as thyſelf, 
Thou ſhalt be held as innocent. | 

Beſ. Good Sir — | 

Arb. If there wefe no ſich inſtruments as thou, 
We kings could never act ſuch wicked deeds : 
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Seek out a man that mocks divinity, | 

That breaks each precept both of God and man 

And nature's too, and does it without luſt, 

Meerly becauſe it is a law, and good, 

And live with him : for him thou canſt not ſpoil. 

Away, I ſay, I will not do this fin. [Exit Beſſus. 
P11 preſs it here, till it doth break my breaſt ; 

It heaves me to get out; but thou art a ſin, 

And ſpight of torture I will keep thee in. Exi.. 


r IV. SCENE L 


Enter GoBR1AS, PANTHEA, SPACONIA, 


Gov. H AVE you written, madam ? 
Pan. Yes, good Gobrias. 
Gob. And with a kindneſs, and ſuch winning words 
As may provoke him, at one inſtant, feel | 
His double fault, your wrong, and his own raſhneſs ? 
Pan. I have ſent words enough, if words may win him 
From his diſpleaſure ; and ſuch words, I hope, 
As ſhall gain much upon his goodnefs, Gobrias. 
Yet fearing, ſince they're many, and a woman's, 
A poor belief may follow; I have woven 
As many truths within 'em to ſpeak for me, 
That if he but be gracious, and receive em 
Gob. Good lady, be not fearful ; though he ſhould no: 
Give you your preſent end in this, believe it, 
You ſhall feel, if your virtue can induce you 
To labour out this tempeſt (which T know, 
Is but a poor proof *gainſt your patience :) 
All thoſe contents, your ſpirit will arrive at, 
Newer and ſweeter to you ; your royal brother, 
When he ſhall once collect himſelf, and ſee 
How far he has been aſunder from himſelf ; 
What a meer ſtranger to his golden temper : 
Muſt from theſe roots of virtue, (never dying, 
Though ſomewhat ſtop'd with humour,) ſhoot again 
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Into a thouſand glories, bearing fair branches | 
High as our hopes can look at, ſtraight as juſtice, 
Loaden with ripe contents ; he loves you dearly, 
I know it, and, I hope, I need not tarther 
Win you to underſtand it. Pan. I believe it. 
But howſoever, I'm ſure, I love him dearly : 
So dearly, that if any thing I write 
For my enlarging ſhould beget his anger, 
Heav'n be a witneſs with me and my taith, 
I had rather live intomb'd here. 
Gob. You ſhall not feel a worſe ſtroke than your grief, 
I am ſorry, tis ſo ſharp ; I kiſs your hand, 
And this nighr will deliver this true ſtory, 
With this hand to your brother. 
Pan. Peace go with you! 
You are a good man. [Exit Gob. 
My Spaconia, 
Why are you ever ſad thus? Spa. O dear lady 
Pan. Prithee, diſcover not a way to ſadneſs, 
Nearer than I have in me; our two ſorrows 
Work like two eager hawks, who ſhall get higheſt ; 
How ſhall I leſſen thine ? for mine, I fear, 
Is eaſter known than cur'd. 
Spa. Heav'n comfort both, 
And give yours happy ends, however I 
Fall in my ſtubborn fortunes ! 
Pax. This but teaches 
How to be more familiar with our ſorrows, 
That are too much our maſters: good Spaconia, 
How ſhall I do you ſervice? Spa. Nobleſt lady, 
You make me more a ſlave ſtill to your goodneſs ; 
T only live to purchaſe thanks to pay you, 
For that is all the buſineſs of my life now. 
I will be bold, ſince you will have it fo, 
To aſk a noble favour of you. | | 
Pan. Speak it, 'tis yours ; for from ſo ſweet a virtue, 
No ill demand has iflue. | 
Spa. Then, ever virtuous, let me beg your will 
In helping me to ſee the prince Tigranes, 
With whom I'm equal priſoner, if not more. 
Pan. Reſerve me to a greater end, Spaconta ; 
Bacurius cannot want ſo much good-manners 
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As to deny your gentle viſitation, 
Though you came only with your own command. 
Spa. I know, they will deny me, gracious madam, 
Being a ſtranger, and ſo little fam'd, | 
So utter empty of thoſe excellencies 
That tame authority ; but in you, ſweet lady, 
All theſe are natural; beſide a pow'r 
Deriv'd immediate from your royal brother, 
Whoſe leaſt word in you may command the kingdom. 
Pan. More than my word, Spaconia, you ſhall carry, 
For fear it fail you. 
Spa. Dare you truſt a token ? 
Madam, I fear, I am grown too bold a beggar. 
Pan. You are a pretty one, and, truſt me, lady, 
It Joys me, I ſhall do a good to you, 
Though to myſelf I never ſhall be happy : 
Here, take this ring, and from me as a token 
Deliver it ; I think, they will not ſtay you ; 
So all your own deſires go with you, lady! 
Spa. And ſweet peace to your grace 
Pan. Pray heav'n, I find it. LExeunt. 


Enter T1GRANES, in priſon. 


Tig. Fool that Iam, I have undone myſelf, 
And with my own hand turn'd my fortune round, 
That was a fair one : I have childiſhly 
Play'd with my hope ſo long, till I have broke it, 
And now too late I mourn for't; O Spaconia / 
Thou haſt found an even way to thy revenge now ; 
Why didſt thou follow me like a faint ſhadow, 
To wither my deſires? But, wretched fool, 
Why did I plant thee 'twixt the ſun and me, 

To make me freeze thus ? Why did I prefer her 
To the fair princeſs ? O thou fool, thou fool, 
Thou family of fools, live like a flave ſtill; 
And in thce beat thine .own hell and thy torment, 
Thou haſt deſcrv'ſt it: couldſt thou find no lady 
But ſhe, that has thy hopes to put her to, | 
And hazard all thy peace ? None to abuſe, 

But ſhe that lov'd thee ever? (poor Spaconia!) 
And fo much lov'd thee, that in honeſty 

And honour thou art bound to meet her virtues ; 
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She, that forgat the greatneſs of her grief 

And miſeries, that muſt follow ſuch mad paſſions, 
Endleſs and wild in women; ſhe that for thee, 
And with thee, left her liberty, her name, 

And country; you have paid me, equal heav'ns, 
And ſent my own rod to correct me with, 

A woman: for inconſtancy I'll ſuffer ; 

Lay it on, juſtice, till my ſoul melt in me 

For my unmanly, beaſtly, ſudden doting 

Upon a new face; after all my oaths, 

— and ſtrong ones. 

I feel my old fire flame again and burn 

So ſtrong and violent, that ſhould I ſee her 
Again, the grief and that would kill me. 


Enter BACURIUS and SPACONIA. 


Bac. Lady, 
Your token I acknowlege, you may pals ; | 
There is the king. | | | 

Spa. I thank your lordſhip for it. [Exit Bac. 

Tig. She comes, ſhe comes, ſhame hide me ever from 
Would, I were bury'd, or ſo far remov'd [ her, 


Light might not find me out, I dare not ſec her. 

Spa. Nay, never hide yourſelf; or were you hid, 
Where earth hides all her riches , near her center 
My wrongs without more day would light me to you : 
I muſt ſpeak, e'er Idie; were all your greatneſs 
Doubled upon you, you're a perjur'd man, 

And only mighty in your wickedneſs 

Of wronging women. Thou art falſe, falſe, prince; 
T live to ſee it, poor Spaconia lives 

To tell thee thou art falſe; and tell thee more; 
She lives to tell thee, thou art more unconſtant, 
Than all ill women ever were together. 

Thy faith as firm as raging over-flows, 

That no bank can command ; as laſting 

As boys“ gay bubbles, blown i' th' air and broken: 
The wind is fix'd, to thee; and ſooner ſhall 

The beaten mariner with his ſhrill whiſtle 

Calm the loud murmur of the troubled main, 

And ſtrike it ſmooth again ; than thy ſoul fall 
To've peace in love with any: thou art all, 
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That all good men muſt hate; and if thy ſtory 
Shall tell ſucceeding ages what thou wert, 
O, let it ſpare me in it, leſt true lovers, 
In pity of my wrong, burn thy black legend, 
And with their curſes, ſhake thy ſleeping aſhes ! 
Tig. Oh! oh! 25 
Spa. The deſtinies, I hope, have pointed out 
Our ends alike, that thou may'ſt die for love, 
Though not for me; for, this aſſure thyſelf, 
The princeſs hates thee deadly, and will ſooner 
Be won to marry with a bull, and ſafer, 
Than ſuch a beaſt as thou art.— I have ſtruck, 
I fear, too deep; beſhrew me for it! Sir, 
This ſorrow works me, like a cunning friendſhip, 
Into the ſame piece with it; he's aſham'd, 
Alas, I have been too rugged: dear my lord, 
I am ſorry, I have ſpoken any thing, 
Indeed, I am, that may add more reſtraint 
To that too much you have : good Sir, be pleas'd 
To think it was a fault of love, not malice ; 
And do, as I will do, forgive it, prince. | 
I do, and can forgive the greateſt ſins 
To me you can repent of; pray, believe. 
Tig. O my Spaconia! O thou virtuous woman! 
Spa. No more ; the king, Sir 


Exter ARBACES, BACURiUs, and MARDONIUS, 


Arb. Have you been careful of our noble priſoner, 
That he want nothing fitting for his greatneſs ? 

Bac. I hope, his grace will quit me for my care, Sir. 

Arb. *Tis well. Royal Tigranes, health ! 

Tig. More than the ſtrictneſs of this place can give, Sir, 
I offer back again to great Arbaces. 

Arb. We thank you, worthy prince; and, pray, excuſe 
We have not ſeen you fince your being here ; [us, 
I hope, your noble uſage has been equal 
With your own perſon : your impriſonment, 

If it be any, I dare ſay, is caly; * 
And ſhall not laſt two days. 

Tig. I thank you, Sir. 

My uſage here has been the ſame it was, 
Worthy a royal conqueror. For my reſtraint, 


; | 
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It came unkindly, becauſe much unlook' d- for 
But I muſt bear it. 

Arb. What lady's that, Bacurius ? 

Bac. One of the princeſs' women, Sir. 

Arb. I fear'd it; 

Why comes ſhe hither ? 

Bac. To ſpeak with prince Trigranes. 
Arb. From whom, Bacurius ? 

Bac. From the princeſs, Sir. 

Arb. T knew, I had ſeen her. | 

Mar. His fit begins to take him now again, 

Tis a ſtrange fever, and 'twill ſhake us all 

Anon, I fear; I would, he were well cur'd of 
This raging folly ! Give me the wars, where men 
Are mad, and may talk what they liſt, and held 
The braveſt fellows ; this pelting prating peace 

Is good for nothing : drinking's a virtue to't. 

Arb. I ſee, there's truth in no man, nor obedience, 
But for his own ends : why did you let her in ? 

Bac. key your command to bar none from him ; be- 

des, 
The princeſs ſent her ring, Sir, for my warrant. 

Arb. A token to Tigranes, did ſhe not ? 

Sir, tell the truth. Bac. I do not uſe to lie, Sir, 
"Tis no way I cat, or live by, and, I think, 
This 15 no token, Sir. 

Mar. This combat has undone him : If he had been well 
beaten, he had been temperate; I ſhall never ſee him 
handſome again, till he have a horſe-man's ſtaff yok'd 
thorough his ſhoulders, or an arm hroken with a bullet. 

Arb. I am trifled with. Bac. Sir? 

Arb. I know it, as I know thee to be falſe. 

Mar. Now the clap comes. 

Bac. You never knew me fo, Sir, I dare ſpeak it; 

And, durſt a worſe man tell me, though my better 

Mar. *Tis well ſaid, by my ſoul. 

Arb. Sirrah, you anſwer, as you had no life. 

Bac. That I fear, Sir, to loſe nobly. 

Arb. J ſay, Sir, once again. £2 

Bac. You may ſay what you pleaſe, Sir, 

Would, I might do ſo! 
Arb. J will, Sir, and ſay openly, this woman carries let- 
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ters; by my life. I know, ſhe carries letters, this woman 
does it. | 

Mar. Would, Beſſus were here to take her aſide and ſearch 
her! he would quickly tell you what ſhe carried, Sir. 

Ard. 1 have found it out, this woman carries letters. 

Mar. If this hold, twill be an ill world for bawds, cham- 
ber-maids, and poſt-boys. I thank heav'n, I have none 
but his Letters-patents, things of his own inditing. 

Arb. Prince, this cunning cannot do't. 

Tig. Do what, Sir ? I reach you not, 

Arb. It will not ſerve your turn, prince. 

Tig. Serve my turn, Sir? 

Arb. Ay, Sir, it ſhall not ſerve your turn. 

Tig. Be plainer, good Sir. 

Arb. This woman ſhall carry no more letters back to 
your love Panthea; by heav'n, ſhe ſhall not; I ſay, ſhe 
ſhall not. 

Mar. This would make a ſaint ſwear like a ſoldier; and 
a ſoldier, like Termagant. 

Tig. This beats me more, king, than the blows you 
gave me. 

Arb. Take em away both, and together let them priſo- 
ners be, ſtrictly and cloſely kept, or ſirrah, your life ſhall 
anſwer it; and let nobody ſpeak with 'em hereafter. 

Tig. Well, I am ſubject to you, 

And muſt indure theſe paſſions : 

Spa. This is th' impriſonment I've look'd for always; 
And the dear place I would chooſe. 

: [Exeunt Tig. Spa. Bac. 

Mar. Sir, you have done well now. 

Arb. Dare you reprove it? Mar. No. 

Arb. You muſt be croſſing me. 

Mar. I have no letters, Sir, to anger you, 

But a dry ſonnet of my corporal's 
To an old ſuttler's wife, and that Dll burn, Sir; 
"Tis like to prove a fine age for the ignorant. 

Arb. How dareſt thou ſo oft forget thy life? 
Thou know'ſt, tis in my power to take it. 

Mar. Yes, and Eknow you wo' not, or if you do, you'll 
miſs it — 1 

Arb. Why ! 

Mar. Who ſhall tell you of theſe childiſh follies, 
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When I am dead ? Who ſhall put to his power 
To draw thoſe virtues out of a flood of humours, 
When they are drown'd, and make em ſhine again? 
No, cut my head off: 
Then you may talk, and be believ'd, and grow worſe, 
And have your too ſelf-glorious temper rock'd 
Into a deep ſleep, and the kingdom with you ; 
Till foreign ſwords be in your throats, and ſlaughter 
Be every where about you like your flatterers. 
Do, kill me. | 

Arb. Prithee, be tamer, good Mardonius, 
Thou know'ſt, I love thee; nay, I honour thee 
Believe it, good old ſoldier, I am thine ; 
But I am rack'd clean from myſelf, bear with me, 
Woo't thou bear with me, my Mardonius ? 


Enter GoBR1ASs. 


Mar. There comes a good man, love him too, he's tem- 
| perate, | EY 
You may live to have need of ſuch a virtue, 
Rage is not ſtill in faſhion. 

Arb. Welcome, good Gobrias. 

Gob. My ſervice and this letter to your grace. 

Arb. From whom ? 

Gob. From the rich mine of virtue and all beauty, 
Your mournful ſiſter. 

Arb. She is in priſon, Gobrias, is ſhe not ? 

Gob. She is, Sir, till your pleaſure do enlarge her, 
Which on my knees I beg. Oh, tis not fit, 
That all the ſweetneſs of the world in one, 
The youth and virtue that would tame wild tygers, 
And wilder people, that have known no manners, 
Should live thus cloiſter'd up ; for your love's ſake, 
If there be any in that noble heart, 
To her a wretched lady, and forlorn ; 
Or for her love to you, which is as much 
As nature and obedience ever gave, 
Have pity on her beauties. | 

Arb. Pray thee, ſtand up; tis true, ſhe is too fair, 
And all theſe commendations but her own ; 
*Would, thou hadſt never fo commended her, 
Or I ne'er liv'd to have heard it, Gobrias ! 
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If thou but knew'ſt the wrong her beauty does her, 
Thou wouldft in pity of her be a lyar; 

Thy ignorance has drawn me, wretched man, 
Whither myſelf, nor thou, can'ſt well tell: O my fate! 
I think, ſhe loves me, but, I fear, another 
Is deeper in her heart: how think'ſt thou, Gobrias ? 

Gob. I do beſeech your grace, believe it not; 

For, let me periſh, if it be not falſe ! Good Sir, read her 
letter. 

Mar. This love, or what a devil it is, I know not, begets 
more miſchief than a wake, I had rather be well beaten, 
ſtarv'd, or louſy, than live within the air on't. He, that 
had ſeen this brave fellow charge through a grove of pikes 
but t'other day, and look upon him now, will ne'er be- 
lieve his eyes again: If he continue thus but two days more, 
a tailor may beat him with one hand tied behind hum. 

Arb. Alas, ſhe fain would be at liberty. 

And there be a thouſand reaſons, Gobrias, 
Thouſands that will deny't : 
Which, if ſhe know, ſhe would contentedly 
Be where ſhe is, and bleſs her virtues for it, 
And me, though ſhe were cloſer ; ſhe would, Gobrias, 
Good man, indeed, ſhe would. 
Gob. Then, good Sir, for her fatisfaction, 
Send for her, and with reaſon make her know 
. Why ſhe muſt live thus from you. | 
Arb. I will; go bring her to me. [ Exeunt. 


Enter BESss us, two ſword-men, and a boy. 


Beſ. You're very welcome both; fome ſtools there, boy: 
And reach a table ; gentlemen o'th' ſword, 
Pray fit without more complement ; begone, child. 
J have been curious in the ſearching of you, 
Becauſe I underſtand you wiſe and valiant. 

x Sw. We underſtand ourſelves, Sir. 

Beſ. Nay, gentlemen, and my dear friends o'th' ſword, 
No complement, I pray; but to the cauſe 
J hang upon, which in few, is my honour. 

2 Sw. You cannot hang too much, Sir, for your honour; 
But to your cauſe—— 
Beſ. Be wile, and ſpeak the truth; my firſt doubt is, 
My beating by my prince, 
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x Sw. Stay there a little, Sir; do you doubt a beating? 
Or have you had a beating by your prince ? 
Be. Gentlemen o'th' ſword, my prince has beaten me. 
2 Sw. Brother, what think you of this caſe ? 
1 Sw. If he has beaten him, the caſe is clear. 
2 Sw. If he have beaten him, I grant the caſe; 
But how ? We cannot be too ſubtle in this buſineſs, 
I ſay, but how ? 

Beſ. Even with his royal hand. 

1 Sw. Was it a blow of love, or indignation ? 

Beſ. Twas twenty blows of indignation, gentlemen 
Beſides two blows o' th' face. 

2 Sw. Thoſe twenty blows o' th' face have made a new 

cauſe on't, . 
The reſt were but an honourable rudeneſs. = 

1 Sw. Two blows o'th' face, and given by a worſe man, 
I muſt confeſs, as the ſword-men ſay, had turn'd the buſi- 
neſs : mark me, brother, by a worſe man: But being by 
his prince, had they been ten, and thoſe ten drawn ten 
teeth, beſides the hazard of his noſe for ever; all this had 
been but favours : this is my flat opinion, which T'll die in. 

2 Sw. The king may do much, captain, believe it; 
for had he crack'd your ſkull through, like a bottle, or 
broke a rib or two with toſſing of you, yet you had loſt no 
honour : this is ſtrange, you may imagine, but this 1s truth 
now, captain. 

Be/. I will be glad to embrace it, gentlemen ; 

But how far may he ſtrike me ? 

1 Sw. There is another: a new cauſe riſing from the 
time and diſtance, in which I will deliver my opinion : he 
may ſtrike, beat, or cauſe to be beaten: for theſe are na- 
tural to man: your prince, I ſay, may heat you, ſo far 
_ forth as his dominion reacheth, that's for the diſtance; the 
time ten miles a-day, I take it. 

2 Sw. Brother, you err, tis fifteen miles a-day ; 
His ſtage is ten, his beatings are fifteen. 

Beſ. Tis of the longeſt, but we ſubjects muſt— 

1 Sw. Be ſubject to it; you are wiſe and virtuous. 

Beſ. Obedience ever makes that noble uſe on't, 

To which I dedicate my beaten body; | 
I muſt trouble you a little further, gentlemen o'th* ſword. 

2 Sw. No trouble at all to us, Sir, if we may 

Profit your underſtanding, — are bound 
B b 2 
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By virtue of our calling to utter our opinions, 
Shortly, and diſcreetly. 

Beſ. My ſoreſt buſineſs is, I have been kick'd. 

2 Sw. How far, Sir? 

Beſ. Not to flatter myſelf in it, all over; my ſword loſt, 
but not forc'd ; for diſcreetly I rendred it, to ſave that im- 
putation. | 

1 Sw. It ſhew'd diſcretion, the beſt part of valour. 

2 Sw. Brother, this is a pretty cauſe ; pray, ponder on't; 
Our friend here has been kick'd. 

1 Sw. He has ſo, brother. 

2 Sw. Sorcly, he ſays: now, had he ſet down here 
Upon the meer kick, 't had been cowardly. 

x Sw. I think, it had been cowardly indeed. 

2 Sw. But our friend has redeem'd it, in delivering 
His ſword without compulſion ; and that man, 

That took it of him, I pronounce a weak one, 
And his kicks nullities. 

He ſhould have kick'd him after the delivering, 
Which is the confirmation of a coward. 

x Sw. Brother, I take it, you miſtake the queſtion ; 
For, ſay, that I were kick d. | 

2 Sw. I muſt not ſay ſo; 

Nor I muſt not hear it ſpoke by tongue of man. 
You kick'd, dear brother! You're merry. 

x Sw. But put the caſe, I were kick d. 

2 Sw. Let them put it, that are things weary of their 
lives, and know not honour; put the caſe, you were kick'd ? 

x Sw. I do not ſay, I was kick'd. 

2 Sw. Nor no filly creature that wears his head without 
a caſe, his ſoul in a ſkin-coat : You kick'd, dear brother? 

Beſ. Nay, gentlemen, let us do what we ſhall do, 
Truly and honeſtly ; good Sirs, to the queſtion. 

I as Why, then I ſay, ſuppoſe your boy kick'd, cap- 
tain; | 
2 Sw. The boy may be ſuppos'd, he's liable. 

But kick my brother ? 

1 Sw. A feoliſh forward zeal, Sir, in my friend ; 
But to the boy, Suppoſe, the boy were kick'd. 

Beſ. I do ſuppoſe it. 

s Sw. Has your boy a ſword ? 

Beſ. Surely, no; I pray, ſuppoſe a ſword too. 
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x Sw. I do ſuppoſe it; you grant, your boy was kick'd 
then. 


2 Sw. By no means, captain, let it be ſuppoſed til; 
the word Grant makes not for us. | 

x Sw. I ſay this muſt be granted. 

2 Sw. This muſt be granted, brother ? 

1 Sw. Ay, this muſt be granted. 

2 Sw. Still, this muſt ? 

1 Sw. I ay, this muſt be granted. 

2 Sw. Ay, give me the muſt again? Brother, you palter. 

1 Sw. I will not hear you, waſp. 

2 Sw. Brother, I ſay, you palter ; the muſt three times 
together ? 1 wear as ſharp ſteel as another man, and my 
fox bites as deep; muſted, my dear brother ? 

But to the cauſe again. 

Beſ. Nay, look you, gentlemen, 

2 Sw. In a word, I ha' done. 

1 Sw. A tall man, but intemperate, tis great pity; once 
more ſuppoſe the boy kick'd. 2 Sw. Forward. 

r Sw. And, being thoroughly kick'd, laughs at the 
kicker. 

2 Sw. So much for us; proceed. 

x Sw. And in this beaten ſcorn, as I may call it, 
Delivers up his weapon; where lies the error? 

Beſ. It lies i'th' beating, Sir, I found it four days fiance. 

2 Sw. The error, and a fore one, as I take it, 

Lies in the thing kicking. 

Beſ. J underſtand that well, 'tis ſo, indeed, Sir. 

1 Sw. That is according to the man that did it. 

2 Sw. There ſprings a new branch, whoſe was the foot? 

Beſ. A lord's. 

x Sw. The cauſe is mighty, but had it been two lords, 
And both had kick'd you, if you laugh'd, tis clear. 

Beſ. I did laugh, 

But how will that help me, gentlemen ? 
2 Sw. Yes, it ſhall help you, if you laugh'd aloud. 

Beſ. As loud as a kick'd man could laugh, I laugh'd, Sir. 

1 Sw. My reaſon now; the valiant man is known 
By ſuffering and contemning it; you have 
Enough of both, and you are valiant. 

2 Sw. If he be ſure, he has been kick'd enough : 

For that brave ſufferance you ſpeak of, brother, 
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Conſiſts not in a beating and away, 
But in a cudgell'd body, from eighteen 
To eight and thirty ; in a head rebuk'd 
With pots of all ſize, daggers, ſtools, and bed-ſtaves ; 
This ſhows a valiant man, 
Beſ. Then I am valiant; as valiant as the *.. 
For theſe are all familiar things to me; 
Familiar as my fleep, or want of money; 
All my whole body's but one bruiſe with beating, 
I think I have been cudgell'd with all nations, 
And almoſt all religions. 
2 Sw. Embrace him, brother, this man is valiant. 
I know it by myſelf, he's valiant. 
1 Sw. Captain, thou art a valiant gentleman, 
To abide upon't, a very valiant man. 
Beſ. My equal friends o' th' ſword, I muſt requeſt 
Your hands to this. 2 Sw. Tis fit it ſhould be. 
Beſ. Boy, 
Get me ſome wine, and pen and ink within: 
Am I clear, gentlemen ? 
x Sw, Sir, when the world has taken notice what we have 
done, 
Make much of your body, for I'll pawn my ſteel, 
Men will be coyer of their legs hereafter. 
Bef. I muſt requeſt you go along and teſtify to the lord 
Bacurius, whoſe feet has ſtruck me, how you find my cauſe. 
2 Sw. We will, and tell that lord, he muſt be rul'd ; 
Or there are thoſe, abroad, will rule his lordſhip. 
| [ Exeunt. 


Enter AxBACES, af one door ; and GoBR1AS, and PANTHEA 
at another. 
Goh. Sir, here's the princeſs. 
Arb. Leave us then alone, 
For the main cauſe of her impriſonment 
Muſt not be heard by any, but herſelf. [Exit Gob. 
You're welcome, Siſter ; and I would to heav'n, 
I could fo bid you by another name : | 
If you above love not ſuch fins as theſe, 
Circle my heart with thoughts as cold as ſnow, 
To quench theſe riſing flames that harbour here. 
Pan. Sir, does it pleaſe you, I ſhould ſpeak ? 
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Arb. Pleaſe me ? 
Ay, more than all the art of muſic can; 
Thy ſpeech doth pleaſe me, for it ever ſounds, 
As thou brought'ſt joyful unexpected news; 
And yet it is not fit thou ſhouldſt be heard. 
I pray thee, think ſo. Pan. Be it fo, I will. 
I am the firſt that ever had a wrong 
So far from being fit to have redreſs, 
That 'twas unfit to hear it: I will back 
To priſon, rather than diſquiet you, 
And wait 'till it be fit. Arb. No, do not go; 
For I will hear thee with a ſerious thought : 
I have collected all that's man about me 
Together ſtrongly, and I am reſolv'd 
To hear thee largely; but Ido beſeech thee, 
Do not come nearer to me, for there is 
Something in that, that will undo us both. 
Pan, Alas, Sir, am I venom? 
Arb. Yes, to me; 
Though, of thyſelf, I think thee to be in 
As equal a degree of heat or cold, 
As nature can make : Yet as unſound men 
Convert the ſweeteſt and the nouriſhing'ſt meats 
Into diſeaſes ; ſo ſhall I, diſtemper'd, 
Do thee; I pray thee, draw no nearer to me. 
Pan. Sir, this is that I would: I am of late 
Shut from the world, and why it ſhould be thus, 
Is all I wiſh to know. Arb. Why, credit me, 
Panthea, credit me that am thy brother, 
Thy loving brother, that there is a cauſe 
Sufficient, yet unfit for thee to know, 
That might undo thee everlaſtingly, 
Only to hear; wilt thou but credit this? 
By heav'n, tis true; believe it, if thou can'ſt. 
Pan. Children and fools are ever credvlous, 
And I am both, I think, for I believe; 
If you difſemble, be it on your head; 
ri back unto my priſon : Yet,. methinks, 
I might be kept in ſome place where you are; 
For in myſelf, I find I know not what 
To call it, but it is a great defire 
To ſee you often. | 25 
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Arb. Fie, you come in a ſtep, what do you mean ? 
Dear ſiſter, do not ſo: Alas, Pantbea, 
Where I am, would you be? Why, that's the cauſe 
You are impriſon'd, that you may not be. 
Where I am. 
Pan. Then I muſt endure it, Sir ; heav'n keep you ! 
Arb. Nay, you ſhall hear the cauſe in ſhort, Panthca ; 
And, when thou hear'ſt it, thou wilt bluſh for me ? 
And hang thy head down like a violet 
Full of the morning dew : 'There is a way 
To gain thy freedom, but tis ſuch a one 
As puts thee in worſe bondage, and, I know, 
Thou wouldſt encounter fire, and make a proof 
Whether the gods have care of innocence, 
Rather than follow it: Know, that I've loſt, 
The only difference betwixt man and beaſt, 
My reaſon. Pan. Heav'n forbid ! 
Arb. Nay, it is gone; : 
And I am left as far without abound, 
As the wild ocean, that obeys the winds ; 
Each ſudden paſſion throws me where it liſts, 
And overwhelms all that oppoſe my will : 
I have beheld thee with a luſtful eye: 
My heart is ſet on wickedneſs to act 
Such fins with thee, as I have been afraid 
To think of; if thou dar'ſt conſent to this, 
Which, I beſeech thee, do not, thou may'ſt gain 
Thy liberty, and yield me a content; 
If not, thy dwelling muſt be dark and cloſe, 
Where I may never ſee thee; for, heav'n knows, 
That laid this puniſhment upon my pride, 
Thy fight at ſometime will enforce my madneſs 
To make a ſtart e' en to thy raviſhing ; 
Now ſpit upon me, and call all reproaches 
Thou can'ſt deviſe together, and at once 
Hurl 'em againſt me; for I am a ſickneſs 
As killing as the plague, ready to ſeize thee. 
Pan. Far be it from me to revile the king! 
But it is true, that I ſhall rather chooſe 
To ſearch out death, that elſe would ſearch out me, 
And in a grave ſleep with my innocence, 
Than welcome ſuch a ſin: It is my fate, 
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To theſe croſs accidents I was ordain'd, 

And muſt have patience ; and but that my eyes 
Have more of women in 'em than my heart, 

I would not weep : Peace enter you again! 

Arb. Farewel, and, good Pautbea, pray for me; 
Thy prayers are pure, that I may find a death 
However ſoon, before my paſſions grow, 

That they forget what I deſire is fia ; 
For thither they are tending : If that happen, 
Then I ſhall force thee, tho' thou wert a virgin 
By vow to heaven, and ſhall pull a heap 
Of ſtrange, yet uninvented, fin upon me. 

Pan. Sir, I will pray for you, yet you ſhall know 
It is a ſullen fate that governs us; | 
For I could with as heartily as you 
I were no ſiſter to you, I ſhould then 
Embrace your lawful love, ſooner than health. 

Arb. Couldſt thou affect me then? 

Pan. So perfectly, | | 
That, as it is, I ne'er ſhall ſway my heart 
To like another. Arb. Then I curſe my hirth ; 
Muſt this be added to my miſeries 
That thou art willing too ? Is there no ſtop 
To our full happineſs, but theſe meer ſounds, 
Brother and ſiſter ? 

Pan. There is nothing elſe, 

But theſe, alas! will ſeparate us more 
Than twenty worlds betwixt us. 

Arb. I have liv'd ; 

To conquer men, and now am overthrown 
Only by words, brother and ſiſter : where 
Have thoſe words dwelling ? I will fiad *em out, 
And utterly deſtroy *em ; but they are 

Not to be graſp'd: let em be men or beaſts, 
And I will cut 'em from the earth; or towns, 
And I will raze 'em, and then blow 'em up : 
Let 'em be ſeas, and I will drink em off, 

And yet have unquench'd fire left in my breaſt : 
Let 'em be any thing but meerly voice. 

Pan. But tis not in the pow'r of any force, 
Or policy, to conquer them. Arb. Panthea, 
What ſhall we do? Shall we ſtand firmly here, 
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And gaze our eyes out? Pan. Would, I could do ſo! 


But I ſhall weep out mine. Arb. Accurſed man, 

Thou bought'ſt thy reaſon at too dear a rate ; 

For thou haſt all thy actions bounded in 

With curious rules, when ev'ry beaſt is free: 

What is there that acknowleges a kindred, 

But wretched man ? Who ever ſaw the bull 

Fearfully leave the heifer that he lik'd, 

Becauſe they had one dam ? Par. Sir, I diſturb 

You and myſelf too; *twere better I were gone. 
Arb. I will not be fo fookſh as I was, 

Stay, we will love juft as becomes ovr births, 

No otherwiſe : brothers and ſiſters may 

Walk hand in hand together; ſo will we. 

Come nearer : Is there any burt is this? 

Pan. I hope not, Sir. 

Arb. Faith, there is none at all : 

And tell me truly now, is there not one 

Jou love above me? 

Pan. No, by heav'n. Arb. Why yet | 
You ſent unto Tigranes, fiſter. Pan. True, 
But for another : For the truth Arb. No more. 
Fl credit thee, thou can'ſt not he, 
Thou art all truth. 

Pan. But is there nothing elſe, 
That we may do, but only walk? Methinks, 
Brothers and ſiſters lawfully may kiſs. 

Arb. And ſo they may, Panthea, ſo will we, 
And kiſs again too; we were too ſcrupulous, 

And fooliſh, bat we will be ſo no more. 

Pan. If you have any mercy, let me go 
To priſon, to my death, to any thing: 

J feel a fin growing upon my blood, 

Worſe than all theſe, hotter, I fear, than yours. 
Arb. That is impoſlible, what ſnhou'd we do? 
Pan. Fly, Sir, for heav'n's ſake. 

Arb. So we muſt; away! 


Sin grows upon us more by this A 


[Exeunt, ſeveral ways. 
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Enter MR DORIS and LYGONES, 


Mar. C IR, the 1 ſeen your commiſſion, and be- 
J heves it; and freely by this warrant gives you 
power to viſit prince Tigranes, your noble maſter. 
Lyg. I thank his grace, and kiſs his hand. 
Mar. But is the main of all your buſineſs ended in this? 
Lyg. I have another, but a worſe; I am aſham'd, it is a 
buſineſs, 
Mar. You ſerve a worthy perſon, and a ſtranger, I am 
ſure, you are you may employ me if you pleaſe without 
your purſe, ſuch offices ſhould ever be their own rewards. 
Lyg. I am bound to your nobleneſs. 
Mar. I may have need of you, and then this courteſy, 
If it be any, is not ill beſtowed ; | 
But may Icivilly deſire the reſt? 
I ſhall not be a hurter, if no helper. 
Lyg. Sir, you ſhall know; I have loſt a fooliſh daughter, 
And with her all my patience, pilfer'd away 
By a mean captain of your king's. 
Mar. Stay there, Sir: 
If he have reach'd the noble worth of captain, 
He may well claim a worthy gentlewoman, 
Though ſhe were yours, and noble. 
Lyg. I grant all that too: But this wretched fellow 
Reaches no further than the empty name, 
That ſerves to feed him; were he valiant, 
Or had but in him any noble nature, 
That might hereafter promiſe him a good man, 
My cares were ſo much lighter, and my grave 
A ſpan yet from me. 
Mar. I confeſs, ſuch fellows 
He in all royal camps, and have and muſt be, 
To make the ſin of coward more deteſted 
In the mean ſoldier, that with ſuch a foil 
Sets off much valour. By deſcription 
CC 3 
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J ſhould now gueſs him to you; it was Beſſig, 
I dare almoſt with confidence pronounce it. 
Lyg. Tis ſuch a ſcurvy name as Beſſus, and now I think, 
Mar. Captain, do you call him ? [*tis he, 
Believe me, Sir, you have a, miſery 
Too mighty for your age : A pox upon ham ! 
For that muſt he the end of all his ſervice ; 
Your daughter was not mad, Sir? 
Lyg. No; would, ſhe had been! 
The fault had had more credit : I would do ſomething. 
Mar. I would fain counſel you, but to what, I know not, 
He's ſo below a beating, that the women 
Find him not worthy of their diſtaves, and 
To hang him were to caſt away a rope; 
He's ſuch an airy, thin, unbodied coward, 
That no revenge can catch him: Il tell you, Sir, 
And truth; this raſcal fears not God nor man, 
He has been ſo beaten : ſufferance has made him 
Wainſcot ; he has had ſince he was firſt a ſlave, 
At leaſt three hundred daggers ſet in's head, 
As little boys do new knives in hot meat, 
There's not a rib in's body, o' my conſcience, 
That has not been thrice broken with dry beating: 
And now his ſides look like two wicker targets, 
Every way bended ; children will ſhortly take him 
For a wall, and fet their ſtone-hows in his forehead, 
He's of ſo baſe a ſenſe, I cannot in 
A week imagine what ſhall be done to him. 
Lyg. Surely, I have committed ſome great ſin 
That this baſe fellow ſhould be made my rod. 
I would ſee him, but I ſhall have no patience. 
Mar. Tis no great matter if you have not: If 
A laming of him, or ſome ſuch toy may do 
You pleaſure, Sir; he has it for you, and 
I'll help you to him: tis now news to him 
To have a leg broken, or ſhoulder out, 
With being turn'd o'th' ſtones like tanſy: Draw not 
Your ſword, if you do love it; for, on my conſcience, 
His head will break it: we uſe him i' th' wars 
Like to a ram to ſhake a wall withal. 
Here comes the very perſon of him, do 
As you ſhall find your temper, I muſt leave you ; 
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But if you do not break him like a biſket, | 
You're much to blame, Sir. [Exit Mar. 


Enter Bes8sUs and the Sword-men. 


Lyg. Is your name Beſſus ? 
Beſ. Men call me captain Beſus. 
Lyg. Then, captain Beſſus, 

You're a rank raſcal, without more exordiums, 

A dirty frozen ſlave; and with the favour 

Of your friends here, I will beat you. 

2 Sw. Pray, uſe your pleaſure, Sir; 

You ſeem to be a gentleman. 

Lys. Thus, captain Beſſus, thus; 

Thus twinge your noſe, thus kick, thus tread upon you. 
Heſ. 1 do beſcech you, yield your cauſe, Sir, quickly. 
Lyg. Indeed, I ſhould have told that firſt. 

Be. I take it ſo. 
x Sw. Captain, he ſhould, indeed; he is miſtaken, 
Lyg. Sir, you ſhall have it quickly, and more beating: 

You have ſtoln away a lady, captain coward, 

And ſuch an one 
Beſ. Hold, I beſeech you, hold, Sir, 

I never yet ſtole any living thing 

That had a tooth about it. Lyg. I know you dare lie. 
Beſ. With none but ſummer whores upon my life, Sir; 

My means and manners never could attempt 

Above a hedge or haycock. 

Lyg. Sirrah, that quits not me, where 1s this lady ? 

Do that, you do not uſe to do, tell truth, | 

Or, by my hand, I'll beat your captain's brains out, 

Waſh em, and put em in again, that will J. 

Beſ. There was a lady, Sir, I muſt confeſs, 

Once in my charge: The prince Tigranes gave her 

To my guard for her ſafety, how I us'd her 

She may herſelf report, ſhe's with'the prince now : 

I did but wait upon her like a groom, 

Which ſhe will teſtify, I'm ſure : If not, 8 

My brains are at your ſervice when you pleaſe, Sir, 

And glad I have em for you. 

Lyg. This is moſt likely; Sir, 
I take your pardon, and am forry I 
Was ſo intemperate. Beſ. Well, I can aſk no more, 


[Beats him. 
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You will think it ſtrange now to have me beat you 
At the firſt fight. Lyg. Indeed, I would; but, I know, 
Your goodneſs can forget twenty beatings, you muſt 
Forgive me. 
Be. Yes, there's my hand, go where you will, 
I ſhall thiak you a valiant. fellow for all this. 
Ig. My daughter is a whore, I feel it now 
Too ſenſible; yet I will fee her once, 
Diſcharge myſelf from being father to her, 
And then back to my country, and there die: | 
Farewel, good captain. | [Exit Lyg. 
Beſ. Farewel, Sir, farewel, i | 
Commend me to the gentlewoman, I pray. 
x Sw. How now, captain ? Bear up, man. 
| Be. Gentlemen o' th' ſword, your hands once more; I 
have been kick d again, but the fooliſh fellow is penitent, 
h'as aſk'd me mercy, and my honour's fate. 
2 Sw. We knew that, or the fooliſh' fellow had better 
have kick'd his grandſire. 
Beſ. Confirm, comfirm, I pray. 
x Sw. There be our hands, again, now let him come 
And ſay he was not ſorry, and he ſleeps for it. 
Beſ. Alas! good ignorant old man, let him go, let him 
go, theſe courſes will undo him. [ Exeunt. 
Enter LyGONEs and BACUR1US. 


Bac. My lord, your authority is good, and I am glad it 
is ſo; for my conſent would never hinder you from ſeeing 
your own king: I am a miniſter, but not a governor of this 
ſtate; yonder is your king, I'll leave you. LExit. 

Enter T1GRANES and SPACONIA. 

Lyg. There he is, indeed, and with him my diſloyal child. 

Tyg. I do perceive my tault ſo much, that yet, 
Methinks, thou ſhouldit not have forgiven me. 

Lyg. Health to your majeſty ! 

Tig. What, good Lygones / 

Tig. Welcome, what buſineſs hath brought thee hither ? 

Lyg. Several; my public buſineſs will appear 
Ry this; LI have a meſſage to deliver, 

Which if it pleaſe you ſo to authorize, 

Is an embaſlage from th' Armenian ſtate, 

Unto Arbaces for your liberty : 

The offer's there ſet down, pleaſe you to read it. 
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Tig. There is no alteration happen'd ſince 
I came thence? Lyg. None, Sir, all is as it was. 
Tig. And all our friends are well! 
Lyg. All very well. 
Spa. Though T have done nothing but what was good, 
I dare not fee my father, it was fault 
Enough not to acquaint him with that good. 
Lyg. Madam, 1 ſhould have ſeen you. 
Spa. Good Sir, forgive me. 
Lyg. Forgive you, why ? I am no kin t'you, am I? 
Spa. Should it be meaſur'd by my mean deſerts, 
— you are not. 
Lys. Thou could'ft prate unhappily, 
E'er thou could'ſt go; *would, thou could'ſt do as well ! 
And how does cuſtom hold out here? Spa. Sir? 
Lyg. Are you in private ſtill, or how ? 
Spa. What do you mean ? 
Lyg. Do you take money ? Are you come to ſell ſin yet ? 
Perhaps, I can help you to ſome liberal clients ; 
Or has not the king caſt you off yet ? O thou 
Vile creature, whoſe beſt commendation 1s 
That thou art a young whore. I would thy mother 
Had liv'd to ſee this, or rather that I had died 
F'er I had ſeen it; why didſt not make me acquainted 
When thou wert firſt reſolv'd to be a whore, 
I would have ſeen thy hot luſt ſatisfied 
More privately : 1 would have kept a dancer 
And a whole conſort of muficians 
In my own houſe only to fiddle to thee. 
Spa. Sir, I was never whore. 
Lyg. If thou could'ſt not 
Say ſo much for thyſelf, thou ſhould'ſt be cirted: 
Tig. Lygones, I have read it, and I like it; 
You ſhall deliver it. Lyg. Well, Sir, I will : but I've 
A private buſineſs with you. Tig. Speak, what is't? 
Lyg. How has my age deſerv'd ſo ill of you, 
That you can pick no ſtrumpets in the land, 
But out of my breed ? 
Tig. Strumpets, good Lygones ? | 
Lyg. Yes, and I wiſh to have you know, I ſcorn 
To get a whore for any prince alive, 
And yet ſcorn will not help : methinks, my daughter 
Might have been ſpar'd, there were cnow beſides. 
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Tig. May I not proſper but ſhe's innocent 

As morning light for me, and I dare ſwear 

For all the world. Lyg. Why is ſhe with you then ? 

Can ſhe wait on you better than your man, 

Has ſhe a gift in pulling off your ſtockings 

Can ſhe make cawdles well, or cut your corns ? 

Why do you keep her with you? For a queen 

I know, you do contemn her, ſo ſhould J, 

And every ſubject elſe think much at it. 1 
Tig. Let em think much, but tis more firm than earth : 

Thou ſee'ſt thy queen there. Lyg. Then have I made a fair 

Hand on't : I call'd her whore. If I ſhall ſpeak 

Now as her father, I cannot chuſe but greatly 

Rejoice that ſhe ſhall be a queen: but if I 

Shall ſpeak to you as a ſtateſman, ſhe were more fit 

To be your whore. | 
Tig. Get you about your buſineſs to Arbaces, 

Now you talk idly. Lyg. Yes, Sir, I will go, 

And ſhall ſhe be a queen ? the had more wit 

Than her old father, when the ran away : 

Shall ſhe be queen? now, by my troth, tis fine, 

I'll dance out of all meaſure at her wedding: 

Shall I not, Sir? Tig. Yes, marry, ſhalt thou, 
Lyg. I' make theſe wither'd kexes bear my body 

Two hours together above ground. Tig. Nay, go, 

My buſineſs requires haſte. | 
Lyg. Good heav'n preſerve you! | 

You are an excellent king, Spa Farewel, good father. 
Lyg. Farewel, ſweet virtuous daughter, 

I never was ſo joyful in all my life, 

That I remember : Shall ſhe be a queen ? 

Now I perceive a man may weep for joy, 

I thought they had lied that ſaid ſo. [Exit Liganes. 
Tig. Come, my dear love. 
Spa. But yqu may ſee another 

May alter that again. Tig Urge it no more, 

I have made up a new ſtrong conſtancy, 

Not to be ſhook with eyes : I know, I have 

The paſſions of a man, but if I meet | 

With any ſubiect that ſhould hold my eyes 

More firmly than is fit, I'll think of thee, 

And run away from it: let that ſuffice, [Exeunt. 
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Enter BACUR1US and his Servant. 
Bac. Three gentlemen without to ſpeak with me ? 
Ser. Yes, Sir. | 
Bac. Let "iſp come in. | 
Ent? BRESSUS with the two Sword-men. 

Ser. They are centred, Sir, already. 

os Now, fellows, your buſineſs ? Are theſe the gentle- 
men? , 3 
Beſ. My lord, I have made bold to bring theſe gentle- 
men, my friends o'th ſword, along with me. 

Bac. I am afraid, you'll fight then. | 

Beſ. My good lord, I will not, | 
Your lordſhip's much miſtaken ; fear not, lotd. 

Bac. Sir, I am ſorry for't. | 

Beſ. I aſk no more in honour ; gentlemen, you hear my 
lord is ſorry, 

Bac. Not that I have beaten you, but beaten one that 
will be beaten; one whoſe dull body will require a laming, 
As ſurfeits do the diet, ſpring and fall.. 

Now to your ſword-men ; what come they for, good cap- 
tain Stock-fiſh ? | 

Beſ. It ſeems, your lordſhip has forgot my name. 

Bac. No, nor your nature neither, though they are 
Things fitter, I muſt confeſs, for any thing, 

Than my remembrance, or any honeſt man's : 
What ſhall theſe billets do; be pil'd up in my wood-yard ? 

Beſ. Your lordſhip holds your mirth ſtill, heav'a conti- 
nue it! but for theſe gentleman, they come 

Bac. To ſwear you are a coward, ſpare your book, I do 
believe it. E 

Beſ. Your lordſhip ſtill draws wide, they come to vouch 
Under their valiant hands I am no coward. | 

Bac. That would be a ſhow, indeed, worth ſeeing : Sirs, 
be wiſe, and take money for this motion, travel with it; 
and where the name of Befjus has been known, or a good 
coward ſtirring, *twill yield more than a tilting. This will 
prove more beneficial to you, if you be thrifty, than your 


captainſhip, and more natural: men of moſt valiant hands, 


is this true? 6 5 
2 Sw. It is ſo, moſt renowned. 
Bac. Tis ſomewhat ſtrange. 
1 Sw. Lord, it is ſtrange, yet true; 
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We have examined from your lordſhip's foot there, 
To this man's head, the nature of the beatings ; 

And we do find his honour is come off 

Clean and ſufficient : this, as our ſwords ſhall belp us. 

Bac. You are much bounden to your Bilbo men, 

I'm glad you're ſtraight again; captain, twere good, 
You'd think on ſome way how to gratify them, 

They've undergone a labour for you, Beſſus, 

Would have puzzled Hercules with all his valour. 

z Sw. Yourjlordſhip muſt underſtand, we are no men o 
th' law, that take pay for our opinions: it is ſufficient we 
have clear'd our friend. 

Bac. Yet there is ſomething due, which I, as touch'd in 
conſcience, will diſcharge, captain ; I'lIlpay this rent for you. 

Beſ. Spare yourſelf, my good lord; my brave friends 
aim at nothing but the virtue. 

Bac. That's but a cold diſcharge, Sir, for their pains. 

2 Sw. O lord, my good lord. 

Bac. Be not ſo modeſt, I will give you fomething. 

Beſ. They ſhall dine with your jordſhip, that's ſufficient. 

Bac. Something in hand the while, you rogues, you 
Apple-ſquizes : | 
Do you come hither with your bottled valour, 

Your windy froth, to limit out my beatings ? 

1 Sw. I do beſeech your lordſhip. 

2 Sw. O, good lord! 

Bac. S foot, what a beavy of beaten flaves are here? 

Get me a cudgel, Sirrah, and a tough one. 

2. Sw. More of your foot, I do beſeech your lordſhip. 

Bac. You ſhall, you ſhall, dog, and your fellow-beagle. 

1 Sw. O' this de, ood my lord. | 

Bac. Off with your 8 
For if you hurt my foot, I'll have you flead, 

You raſcals. 

1 Sw. Mine's off, my lord. | 

2 Sw. I beſeech your lordſhip, ſtay a little, 4 ſtrap's 
tied to my cod - piece point: now, when you pleaſe. 

Bac. Captain, theſe are your valiant friends, you long 
for a little too ? 

Beſ. I am very well, I humbly thank your lordſhip. 

Bac. What's that in your pocket hurts my toe, you mungril? 
Thy buttocks cannot be ſo hard, out with it quickly. 
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2 Sw. Here tis, Sir, a ſmall piece of artillery, that a 

gentleman, a dear friend of your lordſhip's, ſent me with, 

to get it mended, Sir; for, if you mark, the noſe is ſome- 

What looſe. ; 

Bac. A friend of mine, you raſcal? I was never wearier 
of doing any thing, than kicking theſe two foot-balls, 


Enter SERVANT. 

Ser. Here is a good cudyel, Sir. | 

Bac. It comes too late, I'm weary; pray thee, do thou 
beat them. 

2 Sw. My lord, this is foul play, i'faith; to put a freſh 
man upon us; men are but men, Sir. | 

Bac. That jeaſt ſhall ſave your bones; captain, rally up 
your rotten regiment, and begone: I had rather thraſh 
than be hound to kick theſe raſcals, till they cty'd, Ho; 
Beſſus, you may put your hand to them now, and then you 
are quit. Farewel, as you like this, pray viſit me again, 
*twill keep me in good health. [Exit Bac. 

2 Sw. H'as a deviliſh hard foot, I never felt the like. 

x Sw. Nor I, and yet, I am fare, I have felt a hundred. 

2 Sw. If he kick thus i“ th' dog-days, he will be dry- 
foundred : what cure now, captain, beſides oil of bays ? 

Beſ. Why, well enough, I warrant you; you can go. 

2 Sw. Yes, heav'n be thanked ; but I feel a fhrew'd ach; 
ſure, h'as ſprang my huckle-hone. 

1 Sw, I ha' loft 2 hanch. | 

Beſ. A little butter, friend, a little butter, butter and 
ley is a fovereign matter: probatum eff. 

2 Sw. Captain, we muſt requeſt your hand row to our 
honours. ; 

Beſ. Yes, marry, ſhall ye, ard then let alt the world 
come, we are valiant to ourfelves, and there's an end. 

1 Sw. Nay, then, we muſt be valiant; O my ribs! - 

2 Sw. O my ſmall guts! A plague upon theſe ſharp-toed 
ſhoes, they are murtherers ! | LExeunt. 
f Enter ARBACES, with bis ſword drawn. 

Arb. It is reſolv'd : — I bare it whilſt I could, 
I can no more; hell, open all thy gates, © 
And I will thorough them: If they be ſhut, 
T'll batter em, but I will find the place 
Where the moſt damn'd have dwelling : e'er I end, 
Amongſt them all they 8 have a ſin, 
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But I may call it mine: I muſt begin 
Wrth* murder of my friends, and ſo go on, 
To that inceſtuous raviſhiny, and end 
My life and fins with a forbidden blow 
Upon elt, 
Enter MAR DON I Us. 
Mar. What tragedy is near? 
That hand was never wont to draw a ſword, 
But it cry'd Dead to ſomething. Arb. Mardonius, 
Have you bid Gobrias come? 
Mar. How do ou, Sir! ? 
Arb. Well; is he coming ? 
Mar. Why, Sir, are you thus ? 
Why do your hands proclaim a lawleſs war 
Againſt yourſelf ? 
Arb. Thou anſwereſt me one queſtion with anothes, 
Is Gobrias coming? Mar. Sir, he is. Arb. Tis well, 
I can forbear your queſtions then, begone. 
Mar. Sir, I have mark'd,—— 
Arb. Mark leſs, it troubles you 
And me. Mar. You are more variable than you were. 
Arb. It may be ſo. Mar. To day no hermit could be 
Humbler than you were to us all. 
Arb. And what of this ? 
Mar. And now you take new rage into , your eyes, 
As you would look us all out of the land. 
Arb. I do confeſs it, will that ſatisfy ? ? 
I prithee, get thee gone. Mor. Sir, I will oo. 
Arb. Will ye? Mar. It is my yl 
I fear, you'll kill yourſelf: Iam a ſubject, 
And you ſhall do me wrong in't: tis my cauſe, 
And I may ſpeak. Arb. Thou art not train'd in ſin, 
It ſeems, Mardonius : kill myſelf! by heav'n, 
J will not do it yet; and when I will, 
T'll tell thee then, I ſhall be ſuch a creature, 
That thou wilt give me leave without a word. 
There is a method in N 's wickedneſs, 
It grows up by degrees: I £m not come 
So high as killing of myſelf, there are 
A hundred thouſand fins twixt me and it, 
Which I muſt do, and I ſhall come to't laſt ; 
But take my oath, not now; be ſatisfied, 
And get thee hence. 
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Mar. I'm ſorry, tis ſo ill. 
Arb. Be ſorry then, true ſorrow is alone, 
Grieve by thyſelf. — 
Mar. I pray you, let me ſee your ſword put up 
Before I go: I'll leave you then. 
Arb. Why, ſo ; —what folly is this in thee ? Is it not 
As apt to miſchief as it was before ? 
Can I not reach it, think'ſt thou ? theſe are toys 
For children to be pleas'd with, and not men, 
Now I am ſafe, you think : I would, the book 
Of fate were here; my ſword is not ſo ſure 
But I would get it out and mangle that, 
That all the deſtinies ſhould quite forget 
Their fix'd decrees, and haſte to make us new, 
Far other fortunes ; mine could not be worſe ; 
Wilt thou now leave me ? 
Mar. Heav'n put into your boſom temperate thoughts ! 


I'll leave you, though I fear. [Exit Mar. 
Arb. Go, thou art honeſt. | 
Why ſhould the haſty error of my youth 
Be 15 unpardonable to draw a fin 
Helpleſs upon me ? 
Enter GokRIAS. . 


Gob. There is the king, now it is ripe. 

Arb. Draw near, thou guilty man, 
That art the author of the loathed'ſt crime 
Five ages have brought forth, and hear me ſpeak; 
Curſes incurable, and all the evils | 
Man's body or his ſpirit can receive, 
Be with thee! 12 

Gob. Why, Sir, do you curſe me thus? 

Arb. Why do I curſe thee ? if there be any man 
Subtle in curſes, that exceeds the reſt, | 
His worſt wiſh on thee ! thou haſt broke my heart. 

Gob. How, Sir, have I preſerv'd you from a child, 
From all the arrows malice or ambition 
Could ſhoot at you, and have I this for pay ? 

Arb. Tis true, thou didſt preſerve me, and in that 
Wert crueller than hardned murtherers 
Of infants and their mothers ! thou didſt ſave me, 
Only till thou haſt ſtudied out a way 
How to deſtroy me cunningly thyſelf : 
'This was a curious way of torturing. 
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Gob. What do you mean ? 
Arb. Thou kaow'ſt the evils thou haſt done to me; 
Doſt thou remember all thoſe witching letters 
Thou ſent'ſt unto me to Armenia, 
Fill'd with the praiſe of my beloved ſiſter, 
Where thou extol'dſt her beauty; what had I 
To do with that? What could her beauty be 
To me ? And thou didſt write how well ſhe lov'd me, 
Doſt thou remember this ? So that I doted 
Something before I ſaw her. Gob. This is true. 
Arb. Is it? and when I was return'd, thou know'ſt, 
Thou didſt purſue it, till thou wound'ſt me in 
To ſuch a ſtrange and unbeliev'd affection, 
As good men cannot think on. | 
Gob. This I grant; | Es 
T think, I was the cauſe. Arb. Wert thou ? nay, more, 
I think, thou mean ſt it. God. Sir, I hate to lie, 
As I love heav'n and honeſty, I did; 
It was my meaning. Arb. Be thine own fad judge, 
A further condemnation will not need; 
Prepare thyſelf to dic. Gob. Why, Sir, to die ? : 
Arb. Why ſhouldſt thou live? was ever yet offender 
So impudent, that had a thought of mercy 
After confeſſion of a crime like this? 
Get out I cannot where thou hurl'ſt me in, 
But I can take revenge, that's all the ſweetneſs 
Left for me. 
Gob. Now's the time; hear me but ſpeak. 
Arb. No, yet I will be far more merciful 
Than thou wert to me; thou didſt ſteal into me, 
And never gav'ſt me warning; ſo much time 
As I give thee now, had prevented me 
For ever. Notwithſtanding all thy fins, 
If thou haſt hope, that there is yet a pra 
To ſave thee, turn and ſpeak it to thyſelf. 
Gob. Sir, you ſhall know your fins, ——_— 
If you kill me,. — Arb. I will not ſtay then, Gob. Know, 
You kill your father. Arb. How? 
Gob. You kill your father. 
Arb. My father ? I know it for a lic, 
Made out of fear to ſave thy ſtained life, 
The very reverence of the word comes croſs me, 
And ties mine arm down. Goh. I will tell you that 
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Shall heighten you again, I am thy father; 
TI charge thee, hear me. Arb. If it ſhould be ſo, 
As *tis moſt falſe, and that I ſhould be found 
A baſtard iſſue, the deſpiſed fruit 
Of lawleſs luſt, I ſhould no more admire 
All my wild paſſions : but another truth 
Shall be wrung from thee : if I could come by 
The ſpirit of pain, it ſhould be pour'd on thee, 
Till thou allow'ſt thy ſelf more full of lies 
Than he that teaches thee. 
Enter ARANE. 

Ara. Turn thee about, 
I come to ſpeak to thee, thou wicked man, 
Hear me, thou tyrant. Arb. I will turn to thee ; 
Hear me, thou ſtrumpet ; I have blotted out 
The name of mother, as thou haſt thy ſhame. 

Ara. My ſhame! thou haſt leſs ſhame than any thing ; 
Why doſt thou keep my daughter in a priſon ? 
Why doſt thou call her ſiſter, and do this ? 

Arb. Ceaſe thy ſtrange impudence, and anſwer quickly; 
If thou contemneſt me, this will aſk an anfwer, 
And have it. Ara. Help me, gentle Gobries. 

Arb. Guilt dares not help guilt; though they grow together 
In doing ill, yet at the puniſhment 
They ſever, and each flies the noiſe of other; 
Think not of help, anſwer. Ara. I will; to what? 

Arb. To ſuch a thing, as if it be a truth, 
Think, what a creature thou haſt made thyſelf, 
That didſt not ſhame to do, what I muſt bluſh 
Only to aſk thee ; tell me who I am, 
Whoſe ſon. I am, without all circumſtance; 
Re thou as haſty as my ſword will be, 
If thou refuſeſt. Ara. Why, you are his fon. 

Arb. His fon? ſwear, ſwear, thou worſe than woman 
Ara. By all that's good, you are. | (damn d. 
Arb. Then art thou all 

That ever was known bad, now is the cauſe 

Of all my ſtrange misfortunes come to light: 

What reverence expecteſt thou from a child, 

To bring forth which thou haſt offended heav'n, * 
Thy h , and the land? Adukerous witch |! 

I know now why thou would have porſon'd me, 

I was thy luſt which thou would have forgot : 
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Thou wicked mother of my fins, and me, 
Show me the way to the inheritance 
I have by thee 3 which is a ſpacious world 
Of impious acts, that I may ſoon poſſeſs it: 
Plagues rot thee, as thou liv'ſt, and ſuch deſcaſes, 
As uſe to pay luſt, recompenſe thy deed ! 
Gob. You do not know why you curſe thus. 
Arb. Too well; ' 
You are a pair of vipers; and behold 
The ſerpent you have got; there is no beaſt, 
But if he knew it, has a pedigree 
As brave as mine, for they have more deſcents, 
And I am every way as beaſtly got, 
As far without the compaſs of a law 
As they. | 
Ara. You ſpend your rage and words in vain, 


And rail upon a gueſs ; hear us a little. 


Arb. No, I. will never hear, but talk away 
My breath, and die. Gob. Why, but you are no baſtard. 
Arb. How's that? Ara. Nor child of mine. 
Arb. Still you go on | | 
In wonders to me. Gob. Pray you, be more patient; 
I may bring comfort to you. Arb. I will kneel 
And hear with the obedience of a child ; 
Good father, ſpeak ; I do acknowlege you, 
So you bring comfort. 
Gob. Firſt know, our laſt king, your ſuppoſed father, 
Was old and feeble when he married her, 
And almoſt all the land thought her paſt hope 
Of iſſue from him. Arb. Therefor ſhe took leave 
To play the whore, becauſe the king was old: 
Is this the comfort? Ara. What will you find out 
To give me ſatisfaction, when you find 
How you have injur'd me ? Let fire conſume me, 
If ever I were whore! Gob. Forbear theſe ſtarts, 
Or I will leave you wedded to deſpair, 
As you are now : If you can find a temper, 
My breath ſhall be a pleaſant weſtern wind 
That cools and blaſts not. | 
Arb. Bring it out, good father. 
I'll lie, and liſten here as reverently 
As to an angel: If I breathe too loud, 
Tell me; for I would be as ſtill as night. 
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Gob. Our king, I ſay, was old, and this our queen, 
Deſir'd to bring an heir, but yet her huſband 
She thought, was paſt it; and to be diſhoneſt, 
I think, ſhe would not: If ſhe would have been, 
The truth! is, ſhe was watch'd ſo narrowly, 
And had ſo ſlender opportunities, 
She hardly could have been : but yet her cunning 
Found out this way; ſhe feign'd herſelf with child, 
And poſts were ſent in haſte throughout the land, 
And God was humbly thank'd in ev'ry church, 
That ſo had bleſs'd the queen; and prayers were made 
For her ſafe going and delivery : 
She feign'd now to grow bigger, and perceiv'd 
This hope of iſſue made her tear'd, and brought 
A far more large reſpect from every man, 
And ſaw her pow'r encreaſe, and was reſolv'd 
Since, ſhe believ'd, ſhe could not have't indeed, 'Y 
At leaſt ſhe would be thought to have a child. | | 
Arb. Do I not hear it well ? Nay, I will make | 
No noiſe at all; but pray you to the point, 
Quick as you can. Gob. Now when the time was full, 
She ſhould be brought to bed, I had a fon 
Born, which was You; this, the queen hearing of, 
Mov'd me to let her have you; and ſuch reaſons 
She ſhew'd to me, as ſhe knew well would tie 
My ſecrecy, ſhe ſwore you ſhould be king ; 
And, to be ſhort I did deliver you 
Unto her, and pretended you were dead, 
And in mine own houſe kept a funeral, 
And had an empty cofhn put in earth. 
That night this queen feign'd haſtily to labour, 
And by a pair of women of her own, 
Which ſhe had charm'd, ſhe made the world believe, 
She was delivered of you. You grew up | 
As the king's ſon, till you were fix years old; | 
Then did the king dic, and did leave to me 5 
Protection of the realm; and, contrary i 
To his own expectation, left this queen 
Tru 4 with child, indeed, of the fair princeſs 
Panthea : Then ſhe could have torn her hair, | 
And did alone to me, yet durſt not ſpeak 11 
In public, for ſhe knew ſhe ſhould be found | 
A traitor; and her tale would have been thought "2 
Vol., II. E e | 
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Madneſs, or any thing rather than truth. 
This was the only cauſe why ſhe did ſeek 
To poiſon you, and I to keep you ſafe ; 
And this the reaſon, why 1 ſought to kindle 
Some ſparks of love in you to fair Panthea, 
That the might get part of her right again. 
Arb. And have you made an end now ? Is this all? 
If not, J will be ftill till I be aged; | 
Till all my hairs be filver. Cab. This is all. 
Arb. And is it true, fay you too, madam? Ara. Yes, 
Heav'n knows, it is moſt true. Arb. Panthea yhen 
Is not my ſiſter? Gb. No. 
Arb. But can you prove this ? 
Gob. If you will give conſent, elfe who dares go 
About it. Arb. Give conſent ? 
Why I will have 'em all that know it rack d, 
To get this from 'em; all, that wait without, 
Come in, whate'er you de, come in and be | 
Partakers of my joy : O, you are welcome. [dants. 


Enter BESSUs, Gentlemen, MARDON1vUs, and other Atten- 


Ard. Mardsnius, the beſt news! nay, draw no nearer ; 
They all ſhall hear it, I am found no king. 
Mar. Ts that ſo good news ? 
Arb. Yes, the happieſt news : | 
That e'er was heard. Mar. Indeed, twere well for you 
If you might be a little leſs obey'd. | 
Arb. One call the queen. Mar. Why, ſhe is there. 
Arb. The queen, 
Mardonius ; Panthea is the queen ; 
And I am plain Arbaces ; go ſome one, 
She is in Gobrias' houſe; and ſince I ſaw you, 
There are a thouſand things delivered to me, 
You little dream of. __ [Exit a Gentleman. 
Mar. So it ſhould ſeem: My lord, 
What fury's this? Gob. Believe me, tis no fury, 
All that he ſays is truth. Mar. Tis very ſtrange. 
Arb. Why do you keep your hats off, gentlemen 2? 
Ts it to me? I ſwear, it muſt not be; 
Nay, truſt me; in good faith, it muſt not be; 
J cannot now command you, but I pray you 
For the reſpect you bare me, when you took 
Me for your king, each man clap on his hat 
At my deſire. | 
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Mar. IT will. But you're not found 
So mean a man, but that you may be cover'd 
As well as we, may you not? Arb. O, not here; 

You may, but not I, for here is my father 
In preſence. Mar: Where ? 

Arb. Why, there: O the whole ſtory 
Would be a wilderneſs to loſe thyſelf 
For ever: O pardon me, my deareſt father, 

For all the idle and unreverend words 

That I have ſpoke in idle moods to you: 

I am Arbaces, we all fellow- ſubjects, 

Nor is the queen Panthea now my ſiſter. 

Beſ. Why, if you remember, fellow-ſubje& Arbaces, I 
told you once ſhe was not your ſiſter : Ay, and ſhe look'd 
nothing like you. : 

Arb. I think you did, good captain Beſſus. 

Beſ. Here will ariſe another queſtion now amongſt the 
ſword-men, whether I be to call him to account for beating 
me, now he is proved no king. 


Enter LYGONES. | 
Mar. Sir, here's Lygones, the agent for the Armenian ſtate. 
Arb. Where is he? I know your buſineſs, good Lygones. 
Lyg. We muſt have our king again, and will. : 
Arb. I knew, that was your bufineſs : You ſhall have 
Your king again, and have him ſo again 
As never king was had. Go one of you 
And bid Bacurius bring Tigranes hither ; 
And bring the lady with him, that Panthea, 
The queen Panthea, ſent me word this morning, 
Was brave Tigranes' miſtreſs.  [Exeunt two Gentlemen. 
Lyg. Tis Spaconia. 
Arb. Ay, ay, Spaconia. Lyg. She is my daughter. 
Arb. She is ſo : I could now tell any thing 
I never heard: Your king ſhall go ſo home, 
As never man went. Mar. Shall he go on's head? 
Arb. He ſhall have chariots eaſier than air, 
That I will have invented; and ne'er think, 
He ſhall pay any ranſom, and thyſelf, 
That art the meſſenger, ſhall rid before him 
On a horſe cut out of an entire diamond, 
That ſhall be made to go with golden wheels, 
know not how yet. Iyg. Why I ſhall be made 
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For ever | They bely'd this king with us, 
And faid he was unkind. Arb. And then thy daughter, 
She ſhall have ſome ſtrange thing ; we'll have the kingdom 
Sold utterly, and put into a toy 

Which ſhe ſhall wear about her careleſly 

Some where or other. See, the virtuous queen; 

Behold the humbleſt ſubject, that you have, 

Kneel here before you. 


Enter PANTHEA and 1 Gentleman. 
Pan. Why kneel you to me, | 
That am your vaſſal? Arb. Grant me one requeſt. 
Pan. Alas! what can I grant you? What I can, 
Iwill. Arb. That you will pleaſe to marry me, 
If I can prove it lawful. Pan. Is that all ? 
More willingly than I would draw this air. 
Arb. I'll kiſs this hand in earneſt. | 
2 Gent. Sir, Tigranes 
Is coming, though he had made it ſtrange at firſt, 
To ſee the princeſs any more, 


Enter T1GRANES and SPACONIA. 
Arb. The queen, 
Thou mean;ſt. O my Tigranes, pardon me, 
Tread on my neck, I freely offer it; 
And if thou be'ſt ſo given, take-revenge, 
For I have injur'd thee, —— Tig. No, I forgive, 
And rejoice more that you have found repentance, 
Than I my liberty. Arb. May'ſt thou be happy 
In thy fair choice, for thou art temperate ! | 
You owe no ranfom to the ſtate : know, that 
I have a thouſand joys to tell you of, 
Which yet I dare not utter, till I pay 
My thanks to heav'n for em: Will you go 
With me and help me ? Pray you, do. Tig. I will. 
Arb. Take then your fair one with you, and you queen 
Of goodneſs and of us, O give me leave 
To take your arm in mine: Come every one 
That takes delight in goodneſs, help to fing 
Loud thanks for me, that I am prov'd no king. 


2 0 N 6 6 [Exeunt omnes. 
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